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In which it is shown that all human things are but a dream, and many other 
things worthy of knowledge and memory. — Hypnererotomachia Poliphili 
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The Greenwoods 


And he planted a garden eastward in Eden 
The two 8-year-old children Sarah and David stood on the docks of the big pond gazing at their 
reflection in the water, of the two of them holding hands. The great thick trees of the Green 
Woods fluttering their autumn array of color in the wind. 
A big green and blue dragonfly darted across the surface of the water they were writing on. 


Reflected in a big, sky full of great white clouds. Ripples move out, over the surface as Sarah 
took her little finger and made the big letters 


DAVID 


as it each disappeared in the ripples of water on the big pond. 


There. It's your name. 
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David smiled. Do you think the dragonfly is watching us? 
Oh. Of course, she is. Said Sarah. 

Does she have a name? 

Oh. Yes. You know she does. 

What would it be? 


David took his turn moving his finger in the water. 


SARAH 


Do you like my name Sarah? 

Yes. I do. 

I like yours as well, David. 

Thank you. 

David threw a flat rock across the surface of the water. 
One. 

Two. 

Three, skips. 

Sarah smiled. And took his hand. 

You throw rocks across the water very well. 

Thank you. Sarah. 

Let's go down the path into the woods. 

Do you think I will miss Astro Boy on TV? 

No. You never do. 

I guess. I really don't care if I miss Astro boy. Sarah. 


I know you don't. 
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It isn't hard talking you into the things you really want to do. 

David laughed as he took Sarah's hand. 

Nope. It's not. 

David? 

Yeah, Sarah? 

Do you think elves live here in these woods? 

David smiled. 

You always ask that Sarah. 

Sarah laughed. 

Let go hunting them then. 

Alright. Let's go. 

Can we hunt for dwarfs too? 

Yes. Of course. 

But nice dwarfs, right? 

Yes. Right. 

First though. Let us sit down in all these leaves. And make our home on the beautiful earth. 
Okay. Let do it. 

The ground was deep, rich, Iowa black soil. Soft and warm from the Autumn sun. Aa gentle, 
green, wild grass grew there. Just trimmed a few days ago by a hungry white-tailed deer and her 
fawn. But many more big, maple leaves had fallen from the old trees that surrounded them. 
Tender red leaves falling to the warm, Autumn ground. The whole forest was full of a thousand 
uncut tree songs. The gentle breeze was blowing the natural flute music through the air. David 
and Sarah laid on the ground and covered their beautiful bodies with all the leaves they could 
find. The two of them could have been naked and no one would have even cared. Not even their 
great Mother Earth who had given them both the breath of life just 8 years or so ago. But as it 
was, they were dressed in their fig leaves of gifted, wool, sweaters, and jeans. That their human 


parents had gotten them. Sarah's bright, wool hat sticking out of the top of the pile of leaves they 
were laying in. little Sarah with her big, green, moon eyes reflecting all that clear, blue, Autumn 
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sky. Reflecting the moving whispers of the big white clouds moving along through the air up 
there. 


Do you think clouds are hands? Or big ocean, boats sailing in all that blue water? 


David brushed the leaves out of his curly hair. He could feel Sarah laying next to him in the big 
pile of autumn leaves. 


I think clouds are ships. Boats. I think. Big white sailing, ones. On the big sea. Sailing for their 
grandma's house. 


Grandma house? 

Yep. My grandma's house 

Sarah laughed and took David's hand. 

Why? 

Cuz of cookies. 

What kind of cookies? 

The gingerbread men kind. 

Fresh and hot out of my grandma's big oven. Inside of her little white house. 


Far above them in the sky. They both watched as a big v-shaped formation of southbound 
Canadian geese went honking by quietly. 


My grandma would put red candy candies for buttons on the gingerbread men's shirts. 
Sarah stuck her little, blue canvas shoes out of the leaves. 

Gingerbread men with shirts? 

Yep made out of white frosting. 

Did they have eyes too? 

The shirts? 

No! Dummy. The gingerbread men's faces. 


Yep. Big one made out of yummy black candies. 
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Mmmmm. I would like to eat some of those. Said Sarah. 

Where did you used to live? Before here, David. 

Oh, in Utah. 

Yeah? 

Yeah. 

Do they have Jewish people there? 

I dunno. Said, David. 

My mother. She said there are lots of Mormons in Utah. 

David watched the big golden leaves playing in the trees above them. 


Yeah. All over. 


My mom said Mormons got a lot of their ideas from Jews. 
Like the Gingerbread? 

No! 

Do Jews believe in God? 

Yes. We do. 

What kind of God? 

Well, the nice kind. We call him Hashem. But he is made a lot of rules for us. 
Has anybody ever see him? 

God? 

Yeah. 

Oh, lots of the prophets did. Like Moses. 


Yeah? 
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Yeah. 

David smiled. 

Guess you have a church bishop like us Mormons? 
No. We have a Rabbi. David. 
Oh yeah. Rab-eye. 

Do you have a church? 

Yes. It's called a Synagogue. 
It is? 

YES, 

Sin. a god? 

No silly. Synagogue. 


We call our's B'nai Jeshurun 


Ok. Is it nice? 

Yes. I like the stain-glass windows there they are magic. 

Is your dad, Mormon? 

No, he is was an artist. 

Oh. okay. 

But he is dead now. 

Sarah looked at the red cardinal singing in the big golden tree. 

I know my mom told me. 

David had a sad look in his big brown eyes. There were tears in them. 


A big white cloud, with a few drops of rain floated by the sky, passed over them. 
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Sarah smiled up into the blue sky. My grandma died. We had to bury her before the sun went 
down. 


Was it sad? 

Well, I cried. Because my mom did. And because I was named after my grandma. 
Is your dad alive Sarah? 

Yep. He is a teacher at a college. 

Is he smart? 

I guess. He wears thick glasses like you do David. 
But I'm not smart. 

Yes. You are David. 

Is your dad Jewish? 

No. He is a gentile. 

He doesn't believe in god? 

He does. But he is not Jewish. 

Does your mom get mad at him? 

Yes. But not about being Jewish. 

What then? 

Because he is always reading his books. And busy at school. 
Oh. Okay. 

She kisses him a lot too. 

She does? 

Yeah. 

Why? 


Because she likes him a lot. 
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Yeah. My dad used to kiss my mom. 
He did? 
Yes. 


She felt David take a deep breath. Another big V-shape of geese was passing over in the blue sky 
above them. Sarah listened to them. 


She could feel his moving funny. 

Do you like the sound of those birds up there 

David? 

She could feel him breathing funny. 

David? 

She sit up quickly and looked at him. 

He was crying. 

Oh. she said quietly. 

Are you okay? 

David started crying more. 

Sarah reached over and put her head on his sweatered chest. 

The two of them laying in all the red and gold leaves under all those Iowa, ancient trees. 
I am sorry. David. That your dad died. 

She could feel his heart beating. His chest heaving with his quiet sobs. 


The autumn wind started blowing in the trees. All the leaves falling down like a gentle rain. Of 
soft color in time. time falling all over David and Sarah. 


He was quietly crying. 
David? Sarah said. 


He looked at her with his big, red, tearful eyes. 
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David? Will you be okay? 

I guess so. He said. 

Sarah's little head. Her dark hair felt smooth and nice to him resting on his chest. 
She yawned and closed her eyes. 


The warm autumn sun was moving like shy ghosts through the big trees of the Greenwood 
Forest, played tenderly on the two elementary, school children. 


David? 
Yes? 


I am glad you moved to Iowa. 


The Crossing 


The sleepy dream. It reflected back from the blue windshield glass mirror of sleep. You could see 
way up there, through the divine cracks of gold. See those bits of endless turquoise blue sky. 
Iowa, blue sky. Earthlight, lost in all those autumn, red maple leaf trees. Trees, that lined both 
sides of the vanishing points of forever. Endless amounts of peaceful Autumn trees running along 
the sides of the quiet corridors of 37th street. 


Despite all that sublime beauty, the driver of a big rambler station wagon barreled down the quiet 
stretches of the neighborhood street. Unsuspecting of anything. Anything at all. Absorbed in his 
own thoughts. How would he pay this bill? How would he hire? Fire? This or that employee? 
Make his businessmen work harder. And better. How? 


He was going really fast in that big car. Too fast. Making shock waves in the air. His car was 
like his finger on the trigger of a gun. 


Suddenly. That man. The driver of the car. Going far too fast. Suddenly he was surprised. 
Surprised by a big, beautiful Monarch butterfly that glided over his car's windshield glass. 
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Just for a moment, everything went black. 
Then. 

There. 

Came. 

That awful sound. 

That unexpected sound. 


Of tender, living bone, and flesh. As they went thud, against his cold, speeding, metal, speeding 
car. 


Oh. My God! 


Something little. And tender. Against the cold. Hard metal. Of his speeding car. Then, the world 
stopped, it’s unbending flow of time. And progress. As the driver of the big Rambler Station 
wagon yelled out. As he stomped his foot on the brake. 


No, please! No! 


But it was far too late. As the red taillights glowed even redder, still. As the tires of the car 
skidded forward. As it all came to a sudden...Stop. 


Stop! 


And that man did stop. As he threw open his car door. And then he started running down the 
road, towards the little boy's body. Back there, down the road. The little boy’s quiet body. With 
the beautiful, little green, Pendleton wool shirt on. The one his mother had just bought for him on 
his 8th birthday. Happy Birthday. With the brown, Sears tough skin jeans on. Little boy, slacks 
on. And of course, the black, high-top canvas shoes. Size 5 and a half. 


That handsome, little boy was lying face up now. His curly brown hair, blowing in the wind. 
Grieving in the wind. Were the ghosts of time, crying. And that little boy's eyes were wide open. 
His tender body ripped apart. Shaking. Trembling. On the ground. Gasping for breath. And 
beside the little boy was a little girl's dark hair. Flowing like sad rain in the wind. And she just 
stood there in shock. and silence. Stood there. By her best and only friend. Stood there in the 
fateful silence. Watching the man run down the road towards them. Running up to the little boy 
laying down there. In the middle of the street. 
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Ts he alive!? 
Ts he alive!? 


That car-driving man shook the little girl. But she did not respond. She just stood there like a sad 
ghost in the wind. Sad, autumn wind. Leaves falling down. 


That car driving man shouted at her. 

Is he alive!? Is he alive!? 

But the little girl just stood there. Her sad, moon eyes, full of tears. Then that man, he pushed 
that little girl away. And grabbed the little boy's bloody body on the cold asphalted ground. The 
little boy, who had suddenly stopped breathing. And in 1966 USA, Iowa, that car-driving man 
did not know about a thing called, basic life support. And just when he needed to know it the 
most. He did not know it. 

Are you okay? He screamed out. 

ARE YOU OKAY!!? 

The little girl came back. And this time she wouldn't let that man push her away. In fact, she 
didn't even seem to see that man, as she took her best friend's little limp hand, and sat down by 
him on the road. 

David? 

The butterfly is gone, David. 

It is gone. 

Can you please wake up now? 

Please don't go to sleep. 

You're my only friend. 


Hopeless that little girl was sitting there. Sitting there. In the middle of the road. 


Meanwhile off to the side. On the plush green lawns. Was a small neighborhood crowd. A crowd. 
That had gathered around to watch. And to whisper. 


Is the little boy dead? They said. 


Then the man. The driver of that car. Back down the road. He stood up. And looking around he 
screamed out. 
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Call an ambulance! Please! Somebody. Now! Call the ambulance! 

Then out of sheer helplessness, the man started crying. 

He said. 

Oh. Please! I didn't see him. I didn't see the little boy. 

So, the ambulance people came. 

And the police came. 

And all anyone could see, was that little girl holding her schoolmate's hand. Right there in the 
middle of the road. That beautiful little girl. Devoted, to the heart of her friend. Her little friend, 
laying there. And she was sitting there, by the prostrate body. His eyes were closed now. And his 
little girlfriend. His best friend with the big green, moon eyes. With the little rose pedal lips, that 
were shaking so badly. All of them couldn't get her to move away from that little boy on the 
ground. The cold, hard ground. They couldn't get that little girl's 50 little pounds of her to move. 


The men struggled with the little girl's unmovable force. 


Just then, a kindly woman stepped forward from the crowd. And pushed the men away. Pushed 
that man away. 


Leave her alone! She shouted, she cried. 


She looked at the little girl's deep, blank eyes. Eyes so inside of themselves. 
Then she grabbed the little girl and held her in her arms, tightly, and said. 


What is your name my dear? 

The little girl looked up and mumbled back in shock. 
My name is...Sarah. 

Then the little girl named Sarah said. 

Why is my friend, asleep, down there on the ground?! 
Why did he go to sleep?! 


The woman looked sadly at the little boy. Laying there. Looked at all the people attending to 
him. Carrying that little boy's body away now. 
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Sarah? The woman said. 

What is the little boy's name, down there on the ground? 

The little girl said. 

Oh, his name is David. 

And the woman said back. 

Is he your brother? 

The little girl replied. 

No, he is my best friend. 

It was hard for the woman to not cry. She tried to hold back the tears. It did her no good. So the 
tears ran down her face anyway. Like warm water in the cold rain. Down her beautiful face. The 
tears fell. And then she asked. 

Where did you and your friend come from Sarah? 


Sarah pointed back down the road. 


I and David came from there. 
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And the woman looked down the road. Past the car. Past the people. Even past the ambulance. 
And she could see a beautiful old brick, prairie-style schoolhouse underneath all the big yellow 
oak leaf trees. 


And Little Sarah looked up at the woman and said. 


I and David came from there. It's called Greenwood Elementary School. 


a 


—_—_—_—_—_—_ 


Greenwood Elementary School 


(One week before the accident) 


She was a little over 4 feet tall, very slender, slight, and almost fragile. And of course, ever so smart. 
And as was the case ever so shy too. Her dark shoulder-length hair blew in the October wind. The gentle 
unseen hands of nature caressing the child’ s dark silky-smooth hair. One could say her beauty was 
already unusually highlighted by the big, sea-green eyes she had. Which would for the rest of her life 
make her a standout anywhere or anyplace. If not for the fact, she became adapted later to hiding herself 
so well. That she would grow to dislike the attention that her ancestor's DNA had given her. That body 
and soul of a thousand lifetimes. Which was without a doubt, a lovely and desirable thing that everyone 


wanted to gaze at, over and over. As if she was some great piece of art hanging up there on the wall. 
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Only it was not a wall her beauty was hinged on. But a pure and beautiful life inside of itself, blooming 
and blossoming. And even at such a young age back then, the little girl’ s unusual beauty hinged on a 
most beautiful heart and soul. If the gods and goddesses indeed do sometimes favor one creation over 


another, then this little 8-year-old girl was a favored one. 


And right now, the beautiful little Jewish girl was standing behind her best friend holding his much 
bigger hand. Not as lovers do, but as beautiful children do. Ones that need protection, comfort, and love. 
To a quick passerby, it would have looked like the little boy was watching over the littler girl. But that 
would be a bit of a misnomer. For Sarah watched out for David, as much as David watched out for her. 


And was the case, she was always a bit smarter and a bit faster. 


Sarah gently put her little head and chin on the back of David’s left shoulder. His mellow, brown wool 
sweater felt like animal hair to her. Plush and tender. Wild and free. He could feel her softly breathing 
on his neck. He liked her pressing against him. The warmth and reassurance that she was there, and how 


it would all be okay. Everything back then was as much unconscious as it was conscious. A wonderful 


heartfelt dream is as natural as the day is long. 


The sweet autumn air with the ancient elms, full of their sublime golden leaves, lined the school 
sidewalks of Greenwood Elementary, as they had done since 1902. But never had they seen such a 
beautiful and heartfelt thing as David and Sarah being there. And if the old trees and the older 
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schoolhouse could have smiled. And they did, it seems (in their own way) speak of heaven and the 


possibility of all things being good and worthwhile. 


But if there was one thing out of place in all that sublime beauty and expression, then it must have been 


the big stain on the front of David's sweater. 


You still smell a little bit, David, said Sarah. 


I do? 


Yes. Just a little. 


He pushed his long bangs back away from his thick glasses. Back away from the two sublime little 


mirrors over his eyes, mirrors reflecting the beautiful old schoolhouse. 


Sarah giggled. 


that was sure messy back there in our classroom. 


Yeah. I guess it was, said David with a sad smile. 
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In the Classroom 


Earlier the classroom had been full of all those beautiful little darlings. Energy bombs. Nuclear 
reactors of quickly growing cells and bodies. All of them wearing out their 21-year-old, 
beautiful, but poor teacher Miss Halpern. 


Up and down, up and down. Went the sound of the white chalk on the big blackboard's surface. 
Miss Halpern was drawing her little chalk people by mathematical division numbers, of 2 
divided into 24 and how it equals 12. And David of course was drawing his own cartoons on the 
back of the school paper. And as usual not paying attention. Never paying attention. And his 
second-grade teacher knew it... 


David H. What is 2 divided into 24? 


The little boy's unkempt hair hung wild over his eyes. He looked up suddenly. Pushing the hair 
away so he could see the whole class was waiting to hear from him now. You could have, as they 
say, heard a pin drop. Or even the beautiful maple tree's big red leaf slowly floating, twirling, 
and twisting through the blue air outside the big classroom window. 


Um... said David. 
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He suddenly dropped his yellow number 2 pencil on his desk. Dropped that pencil on the back of 
his school paper. On the back of the math paper with its half-drawn car and the big spotted dog 
floating above it in the air with angel wings. David pushed his big glasses back on his nose. He 
sat up. And tried to focus on the big blackboard upfront. 


Well, David! I'm waiting! 


Um, 1, I, don't know Miss Halpern. 


David, I want you to give me the answer to the question on the board here. 


The little boy was obviously very nervous now. 


Um. l, I. 


Then a little girl sitting directly behind David. 


She blurted out. 


2 divided into 24 equals 12, Miss Halpern! 


Thank you, Sarah. But I wanted David to answer the question. 


David, what were you doing? Said Miss Halpern with a stern look. 


Drawing. 


How come? 


I don't know Miss Halpern. 


What should you be doing? 
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Math. 


Right, David. Math. Not drawing. Drawing is for art time. That is tomorrow, David. 


Yes, Miss Halpern. 


Can you come up front now? 


The little boy grew very nervous. 


Um. Um. 


David? 


Yes. 


Come upfront. 


The little boy stood up. He was a slender 5 feet tall with, big, brown eyes. Eyes that were made 
all the bigger, because of the thick glasses he had on. He was very handsome but unkempt, and 
now shaking badly. He pushed his desk out. He wasn't sure he could walk up there with everyone 
looking at him. 


Then little Sarah stood up behind him and grabbed his hand. The boy felt better but all the more 
embarrassed still. The whole class burst into laughter with the two of them standing there. 


Sarah. You can sit back down now. I only want David to come up here. 


Okay. Miss Halpern. But I think David is scared, said little Sarah with a worried look on her 
face. 


A few of the kids giggled. 
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I know he is Sarah, but I want him to come up front here anyway. 


David pushed through the chairs, trying not to bump into the other students. 


He pushed his wild hair back again. Walked up and stood by his pretty Iowa-born teacher. 


She handed the chalk to him. 


David, I want you to put the answer that Sarah gave to us on the board by the equal sign. 


As he tried to write, the class was quiet. David's hand trembled. 


He dropped the chalk. The class laughed. 


The little girl stood up again. 


Sarah. Please sit down. David will be okay. 


Miss Halpern picked the chalk up and handed it to David. 
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He looked at the equation. 


2 divided by 24 = 


Equals what he thought? 


He couldn't think of what Sarah had said. His little heart started pounding. He thought and 
thought. What was the answer? He could feel everyone looking at him, especially Sarah, whose 
mouth was silently wording the number 12. 


Everything started getting dizzy and blurry 


Miss Halpern? 


Yes. David? 


I don't know. 


You don’t know what David? 


His bigger eyes were full of tears. Eyes getting bigger and bigger on his ghost-white face. The 
silence was deafening as he staggered. 


Miss Halpern could see something was wrong. 


David, are you okay? She said with a very concerned look. 
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Maybe you should go to the sickroom. 


David? 


His eyes got wider than a trapped man on a transcontinental flight. 


David? 


Suddenly his cheeks blew up very big. And out shot a big white stream of chunky, hot vomit. All 
over the chalkboard and floor. You could hear it pouring out all over everything. 


Several girls in the classroom screamed. As the two eggs, sausage, hash-browns, and orange 
Juice came out of his little open mouth. And just as hot too as it had been earlier that morning at 
the breakfast table. The same table his mom had been singing and serving him at. Only this time 
his breakfast didn't look nearly as good as it did 3 hours earlier. And there was no singing from 
his mother, just the horrid sound of a poor, little boy’s stomach emptying itself of its 630AM 
workload. 


And to make matters much worse. David's Picasso number 26 was a steamy stink, that forced 
organic art into realms of the shocked 2nd-grade classroom. It looked ghastly green and bright 
yellow. And the big brown, chunky consistency made it even worse. 


Just then the poor, beautiful Iowa teacher in her first year of teaching, suddenly and 
unexpectedly added her bit to David’s ghastly stew. And Miss Halpern threw up too. All of her 
breakfast too. And it was far more frightening than David's throw-up. It was a god-awful thing 
full of French toast, bacon, and half-digested grapefruit. And lots and lots of black coffee with 
big Boston wall-nuts in it. 


All the kids ran out of the classroom screaming loudly, in a horrible panic 
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t The School Library 


A few days later after class in the Greenwood school library, David and Sarah had picked up the big 
George Catlin book, with all its highly colored paintings of the long-ago Mandan Tribe. They had been a 
happy, healthy nation of good people, celebrating their beautiful life. It would not be far from the truth if 
one were to say that never did a more perfect people exist on the face of the earth than the Mandan. 


Sarah's little hand ran across the pages. David's eyes were wide open. It seemed as if he and Sarah were 
home in another place and time, where the earth talked to them, and the sun blessed them. Everything in 
the brightly colored pictures seemed alive and full of life. And it was no surprise that Sarah and David in 
their wonderful, little inventive minds, found themselves there among the Mandan tribe. There in that 
beautiful, enclosed village with all, its long-ago rounded earthen houses, sitting on a beautiful hill just 
above the big, flowing Missouri River. 
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They looked at the large painting on page 82, titled the Mandan Village. Sarah pushed up closely against 
David as he adjusted his big, thick glasses. 


David smiled. 
Maybe that is me and my dog! 


Sarah nodded as she looked over at the open plaza in the middle of all the earthen houses. 


Look, David, that girl on the roof over there, she is chasing that boy! 
He looked closer at the picture. 

So, are you sure that is a girl? 

She pushed her dark hair behind her little cute ears and smiled. 

Yep. That’s me all right. 

But it looks like you are naked? 

Sarah giggled. 


No silly! I have my pants on! 
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He pushed his big glasses back up his nose. 

Is that boy running from you? 

She smiled at David. 

Of course, he is, silly. 

David pushed his long, unkempt hair back. 

So, is that boy me? 

Yup! It sure is you. 

But you always win the race. And it looks like you are behind in this one. 
Sarah looked at him with a little Cheshire Cat smile. 

I know. But I haven't caught you yet. 

So, what was your name back then? said David. 

Sarah replied, well, I do not know how to speak Indian. 

Well, it does not say her Indian name here anyway. 

Yes, I know it doesn't, said Sarah as she raised her dark eyebrows. 

But no doubt that it is me and you. 

David’s beautiful, brown eyes in the glasses reflected back, the colorful painting in the book. 
Well, I hope we don't fall off that roof on the ground. 

So, what David! We have jumped off roofs before. 

Yeah, but it hurt our feet. 

So? We liked it. 

You mean, you liked it. He said looking at Sarah with his eyebrows up. 
Well, I did let you kiss me once after we jumped off the roof. 


I know you did, said David with a giggle. 
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They both gazed at the picture in the big book. 

Do you think they will get married? 

He thought about it. 

I dunno. 

Well, That's us! Said Sarah as she fidgeted with the little turquoise earrings in her ears. 
He nodded as he pushed his long bangs back again. 

Yep, I guess it is us. 


They both knew that it was them. That it was absolutely David and Sarah in the picture of the Mandan 
village. 


She closed the big Catlin volume on their table. 

Can we go get my favorite book now? 

Sure, said David. 

He walked behind Sarah as he hid from the bigger kids at the reading desk. 

I think one of those boys over there likes you, Sarah. 

Who? Billy Jones? !! 

Yeah, he whispered. 

So? He is too old for me. And besides, I don't like him anyway. So be quiet about him. 

Geez. You don't have to get so mad, Sarah. 

Yes. I do! Otherwise, you will just keep talking about it. 

Sarah smiled as they put the big Catlin book upon the librarian's desk and looked at the 50 something 
woman sitting behind it on her big chair. Her name was Mrs. Kenworth, and she used to drive a big 
truck. But when she got older, she decided to work as the main Greenwood Elementary school librarian. 
This is a heavy book, Sarah said as she handed it up to Mrs. Kenworth. 


Thank you, Sarah. Did you and David like it? 


Oh yes, we did! 
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Mrs. Kenworth? 

The librarian pushed her cat-eye glasses back on her eyes. 

Yes, Sarah? 

David blurted out. 

Why do you wear a chain on your glasses? 

Mrs. Kenworth smiled slightly and looked down at him. 

So, I always know where they are at. 

Where are they at? He said with a curious look. 

On my face, David. 

Oh yeah, he said back sheepishly. 

Mrs. Kenworth? Said Sarah blinking her big green, moon eyes. 
Yes? 

Do you think there were ever Jewish Indians? 

Well, I don't know my dear, maybe. 

Oh, Well. I think the paint on their faces in that book is so beautiful. 
Mrs. Kenworth flipped through the pages of the Catlin book and stopped at a few of the pictures. 
Yes. They are beautiful. 

Mrs. Kenworth? 

Yes, Sarah? 

David said you used to play football in college. 

David nudged Sarah hard from behind. 

He did? 


Yes. 
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Well, my dear. I never played football. But I did drive a big truck. 

You did!? Said Sarah and David at the same time. 

Yes. I did. 

Was it hard driving a big truck? Said Sarah with her beautiful rosebud lips. 
Mrs. Kenworth smiled. 

No. I liked it. 


She handed the small book down to her. 


Fat Me :} 
in the 
Zoo 


Here, you go Sarah 


by Robert Lopshire 


Thank you! Put Me in the Zoo is my favorite Mrs. Kenworth. 


I know it is Sarah. You have checked it out over 75 times. That is why we had to order another copy for 
all the other kids in the school. And I keep this particular one up here, just for you especially. 
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Sarah smiled. 

Thank you, Mrs. Kenworth. 

Do you want to check it out again? 

I think I will just read it in the library today. 
Nice. Well, enjoy the Spotted dog. 

Is he really a dog, Mrs. Kenworth? 

I don't know, Sarah. What do you think my dear? 
Well, I think he is something magical. 

You might be right. 

Goodbye, you two. 

Bye! Said David and Sarah at the same time. 


Then they walked away across the carpet, past all the books. David had Sarah's little hand, in his bigger 
hand, as usual. He whispered in Sarah's ear as they walked. 


Why did you ask her if she played football? 

Because I wanted to see if it was true. I kind of knew it wasn't though. 

Well, that is what Billy Jones told me. 

David, I don't like him! 

Well, he likes you. 

Sarah gave him a mad look. 

So! I already told you that I don't like Billy Jones! 

Well, he is in the 6th grade. 

Sarah rolled her eyes up in her head. Then they both sit down on the chairs at the table and opened the 


book. David pushed his heavy glasses tighter against his beautiful mirror eyes as Sarah flipped the cover 
open, and then turned a page. 
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There he was. The beautiful, magic dog, standing outside the gates with colorful spots all over his body. 
Then Sarah started reading to David quietly, whispering. 


I will go into the zoo. 

I want to see it. 

Yes I do. 

David smiled and looked up. 

You’re sure a good reader Sarah. 

Thank you. My mom says I am really smart. 

David nudged closer to his best friend. 

You’re the smartest girl in our class. 

I am? 

Yes, said David with a smile, but it is really hard for me to read. 


I know. But you can draw well. 


Sarah turned another page in the book. 
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David smiled at her. 

I do, draw well? 

Yes, you do. 

David pushed his hair back and looked at the magic spotted dog. 

Sarah's beautiful red rosebud mouth whispered with her sparkling green eyes blazing. 

I would like to. 

live this way. 

This is where 

I want to stay. 

Hey, Sarah? 

Yes? 

Do you think that is you and me standing behind the spotted dog? 

Are you sure that is a dog, David? 

No. I can't be sure. 

They both looked at each other and laughed aloud, 

But he is magic!!! 

She looked up from the big Catlin book. 

Shhh!!! Said Mrs. Kenworth loudly from across the library at her desk. 

Sorry! Said Sarah with a whisper. 

Mrs. Kenworth put her finger to her lips and smiled. 

Sarah nodded and looked at David. The two second graders went back to reading silently. 

The powerfully built school librarian adjusted her glasses and looked back down at the brightly colored 
Mandan chief on page 88. He was a big, dignified figure. His beautiful, long black hair ran down the 
sides of his handsome chiseled-out face that gave way to one traditional piece of carefully combed hair 


that fell over the top of his strong nose. A carefully painted, blood-red stripe made its way from his 
beautiful full lips to the bottom of his sculpted chin. The chief's buffalo skin, shirt was full of sacred 
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symbols and powerful cultural icons. He held the scepter of his power and wisdom, in his left hand 
gracefully. He was so beautiful, handsome, proud, and strong. 


Mrs. Kenworth thought of that long ago beautiful way of life of the older and more traditional Native 
Americans. A person and people, in-tune with the earth and all its seasons and moods. But it had all 
been such a long time ago. 


She looked up from the book over at her right arm at the little repetitious Buddhas on the Tibetan 
wristband. It had been a gift from her husband years ago. She wondered how many lifetimes a person 
could possibly live or act out. Act out through many generations and diverse cultures. How gender 
seems to shift and drift. But how too, that many traits somehow remained the same over time and place. 


Humanity. Was it one person? Or many? A huge collective of consciousness? Or is each person only an 
individual? Perhaps if nothing else, humanity was one big, family essence expressing itself through 
countless generations of its members over time. Like a herd of deer. A hive of ants. Like a special stand 
of trees, on a certain mountain, in a certain place and time. A certain breed of dog. Or a flock of pink 
flamingo birds on an isolated lakeside in North Africa. 


Putting aside the modern age's demand for individuality and personal rights, Mrs. Kenworth wondered, 
could it all be just the collective of one massive being? One being as expressed through a single family 
of individuals over tens of thousands of years. A transmigration of soul rather than souls. A single great 
consciousness expressing itself in countless diverse ways and manifestations. Didn't each and every cell 
within a single body have its own life and individuality? Its own consciousness? Where does the single 
awareness end, and then does the total collective consciousness begin? The microcosm and macrocosm. 
Things within things within things, never stopping. Countless in both directions of size. Big and small. 
Small and big. And then further, didn’t all the consciousness eventually boil down to each proton and 
neutron? Or was it all just various expressions within the living DNA of a father, or a mother? Or was 
the coded DNA itself, a single being rather than many different ones? Or was it bits and pieces of a 
grandmother and a grandfather? Great grandfather? Great grandmother and so on. “Ghosts in the 
machine of body and planet. 


All 7 of the little Buddhas jingled on her wrist as she covered her mouth and yawned. 


She felt tired and wished she had another 5 hours ago cup of coffee to drink. Or that she could be with 
her beloved husband and friend at home enjoying a delightful book. Or each other’s conversation and 
connection. Her husband George had been her close friend since high school. It was no surprise when 
they got married right after graduation. George ended up being the town’s far-most CPA. And she 
enjoyed the open road in her big semi-truck. People talked behind their backs. Little jokes about her and 
George's big differences. He was 5'6 and weighed maybe 140 pounds, and skinny as a rail. And she 
stood well over 6 feet tall and was as strong as any 2 men. But their individual differences only 
enhanced and deepened their friendship and love. They never had kids. But they did have each other and 
that was more than enough. Because a deep love was at the heart of everything they did, the differences 
made them all that much closer. 


She looked up and gazed out at little Sarah and David seated at their table at the far end of the library. 
They were quietly engrossed in their favorite book. God, those two kids could have been siblings. 
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Yet from what she knew they were not even related. True, one was exceptionally light and the other very 
dark. One tall and the other quite small. 


And yet there was this powerful sameness in both of them. Perhaps, all children looked that way when 
they are so young and innocent. Almost Sexless. Not yet hard-wired as adults with all the things that 
made them distinctly a woman or a man. But undoubtedly there was something very unusual about little 
David and Sarah. That they seemed somehow part of one, single expression or being. Was it their 
unusual friendship? Their love for each other? Or just the raw innocence of both of them being naive 
children? Whatever it was David and Sarah simply stood out from all the other children in the library 
whenever they were there. 


Watch the Powers of Ten Movie 
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Adam and Eve 


It was an old backroom in the big white house, in the dust against the wall. On the hardwood 
floors among all the boxes and old artifacts. That is where the two elementary school children 
stood, completely naked, in front of a big, tall mirror. It was an image as beautiful and innocent, 
as it was as haunting and surreal. Bits and pieces of afternoon sunlight came in through the thin 
veiled white curtains, of the daylight window, touching the tops of their heads. David's bright 
blond Anglo, boy’s hair. And Sarah's dark, black Jewish hair. A thousand generations had 
produced these two beautiful children. Little white ghosts with questions, with curiosities about 
why and why not. Two youthful voyagers seeking out their origins. 


Why do boys have these? 
I don't know.... we just do. 


What are these 2 things below it? 
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Stuff. 


Sarah felt them and started probing in curiosity. 
Stop it. 

Why? 

It hurts. 

How come? 

I don't know it just does. 

Okay. Sorry. 

It's alright. 

And then he reached over and touched her little warm mound. It felt rather strange. 
Why do girls have these? 

I don't know. . . we just do. 

How come yours is broken? 

She grabbed his hand and pushed it away. 

It is not, broken David. 

Well, it's not long like mine Sarah. 

So?! It suits me just fine. My mom has one too. 
She does? 

Yes. With hair on it. 

Yuck! 

She has a big chest too. 

What? 


Boobs. 
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Oh yeah. My mom has those. I saw them once. They ’re big. 
Really? 
Yes. 


My moms are big too. Really big, said Sarah looking at her best friend. Looking right into his 
beautiful, deep brown eyes. 


Doorknobs? 

What? 

Yes, doorknobs. 

My mom calls breasts doorknobs, sometimes. 
Why? 

She says my dad likes to grab them sometimes and open the door. 
The door? 

Yeah. 

Why? 

I don't know. 

It's weird. 

Opening the door? 

No. 

Grabbing someone's doorknobs. 

Yeah. 

Sarah touched David again. 

It stood up a little. 

Why does it do that? 


I don't know. 
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David grabbed her hand. 

Stop it! 

Okay. 

David looked over at Sarah. 
How do you go to the bathroom? 
I pee. 

But you don't have anything to pee out of, said David curiously 
Yes. I do. 

Where is it? 

In here. 

Where? 

Here. 

But that is just a round bump. 
No... it is not! 

Yes. It is. 

Sarah looked down at it. 


Well, your thing just hangs there! It sticks out all rude and stuff. It kind of makes me shiver a 
little bit. 


So? 
Can I touch it again? 
No. 


They stood there in the mirror. Both completely naked. An eight-year-old blonde hair boy, with a 
beautiful little body. And a blacked haired little girl, with a beautiful little girl’s body. 


When you think about it, we kind of look alike, said David. 
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Yes, but we have different things about us. 

Yes. 

I wonder who picked us out? 

What do you mean... picked us out? 

You know. You to be a boy. And me, to be a girl. 

I guess God did that. 

How? Said Sarah as she stared into his big sun eyes with her moon ones. 
He just did. 

I guess so. 


Sarah looked back at the two of them in the glass. They were holding hands. Two beautiful little 
white ghosts in a mirror, with a big sun shining through the sheen curtains between their hands. 


Well, you sort of look like a girl, said Sarah. 

I mean except for your thing. 

Pean-us. Sarah. It is a pean-us. 

Okay. Fine. 

David looked at their reflection and then over to little Sarah’s big green eyes. 

You sort of look like a boy, said David. Except that everything is all inside, between your legs. 
Yes. It is, said Sarah. 

Look at this... 


David tucked his penis between his legs so you couldn't see it. They both giggled 
and stood there, looking in the mirror. Two beautiful little ghosts. 


Now Iam a girl, Sarah! 
No, you are not, she said with a smile. 


Why? 
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Sarah laughed. 

Because you don't act like one. And you have one of those things. 
He opened his legs and let his penis pop out. 

They both giggled. 

It's a worm. 

No, it's not! It's a pean-us Sarah. It is a pean-us 

Yes. That is what it is, said Sarah as she yawned. 

Let’s go outside now and chase butterflies! 

K. said David. 

Let’s go! 

Sarah laughed. 

Silly. We better put our clothes on first. 

David looked at their crumbled clothes on the floor by the mirror. 
Yeah. Cuz we don’t want anybody to see our bare bums. 


They both giggled out loud and started putting on their clothes. 
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Astro Boy (and Origins) 


There you go, Astro Boy, 
On your flight into space 
Rocket high, through the sky 
For adventures soon you will face! 


Astro Boy bombs away, 
On your mission today, 
Here's the countdown, 
And the blastoff, 
Everything is go Astro Boy! 


The theme music played out of the single speaker, on the new portable, cream-colored 1966 19-inch 
Philco, color television. It sat there proudly, on the wooden stand, pushed up against the stairwell. Mrs. 
Burkhart had bought it after getting a bonus for writing two stellar articles on Martin Luther King for 
The Des Moines Register Newspaper. 


Laying in front of the new TV on the big hand-tied rug and slid up against each other were David and 
Sarah, who had just finished watching Astro Boy on channel 5. Sarah was kicking her little stocking feet 
together as she turned towards David who was watching the end credits as Astro flew through the air. 
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David? 

Yeah? 

Where did Astro Boy come from? 

His dad made him. 

How come he had no mom? 

I don't know. I guess because he is a robot. 

But he is alive? Right? 

Yeah. 

But before he was a robot. Where was he then? 

David pushed his thick glasses up his nose so he could see his best friend’s big green, moon eyes. 
Well, maybe he was just electricity. 

Do you mean his soul was electricity before it was in his robot body? 
Yes. 

So, Astro was electricity before he went into his robot body. 

I guess. 

My mom said that we Jews have a story about a creature called The Golem. 
The Golem? 

Yeah. 

With God's words, the clay came to life and became a powerful man. 
Weird. 

Yeah. 

Did The Golem have a spirit? 


Do you mean a soul? 
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Yes. I guess so. 

Was he nice? 

I think he could be very mean. 

Oh. Okay. 

Is there an Astro Girl? 

Well sort of, said David as he gently kicked his stocking feet into Sarah's littler feet. 
What is her name? 

I can't remember. But she is Astro's little sister. And she is a robot like him. 

Okay. 

Do they have to ever go to the bathroom? 

Huh? 

Do Astro boy and his sister ever go pee? 

No. 

Sarah smiled sneakingly at David, as she playfully kicked her little feet into his bigger feet. 
So how do you know a robot boy from a robot girl? 

Well, they look different. 

I know that. 

Sarah whispered into David's ear. And it tickled when she did it. 

Does Astro Boy have a big robot pean-us?! 


They both burst into laughter. 
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32-year-old Karen Burkhart stood and looked through her beautiful reflection in the big living-room 
window. Looked out into the sublimely colorful autumn day in the front yard of the big white house. 
Then breathed out a sigh of relief, having just finished embroidering the 10th brightly colored butterfly, 
as it flew over the snowcapped mountain with the cute little log cabin far below. She draped the quilt 
over the back of the sofa. Looked at it and smiled. It had been months of hard work. Soon it would be 
done, and the church Relief-society sisters could come over and help her tie everything on the quilt 
together. 


She put the handicraft tools that were in her hands back into the little flowered cloth box where all her 
sewing stuff was. Closed the lid and walked over to the big bookcase against the opposite wall. 


Is Astro Boy over? 

Yes, Mrs. Burkhart, said little Sarah. 

David, could you turn off the TV now? 

Sure, Mom. 

David and Sarah looked up from the floor at the sublimely beautiful woman that was David's mother. 
She smiled. 

Are you guys still hungry? 


No, Mom, said David as he shook his head and looked at Sarah pushing the dark, silk hair behind her 
ears. 


Me neither, Mrs. Burkhart. I’m full! Thank you, for the Kool-Aid and cookies. They were good. 
Of course, Sarah said David’s mother with her beautiful smile. 


David stood his tall eight-year-old self-up and looked at Sarah, smiled, and then reached down on the 
floor and picked up the TV tray covered with all their crumbs and two empty, paper Dixie cups. 


David’s mother and Sarah watched as he carefully balanced the tray and took it into the kitchen. 
Sarah, does your mom read the bible? 


Well, she talks about it. But we call it the Torah and it is in our synagogue. It does not have a Jesus as 
your bible does. Just the old part before him. 


Then you have an Adam and Eve, Sarah? 


Oh yes, we do Mrs. Burkhart. 


55|Page 


David's mom reached up and took a thick leather-bound book off of the top shelf of the big bookcase. It 
had an ancient cover with golden faded letters on it. 


What is that big book, Mrs. Burkhart? Said Sarah with a very curious look in her big, green moon eyes. 
This my dear is Milton's Paradise Lost. 


Is that your bible? No, it’s not the bible, Sarah. But it is a beautiful poetic story of Adam and Eve written 
in the 17th Century. It is from the period in England called Romanticism. 


Was there a lot of kissing then Mrs. Burkhart? 
She laughed. 


Well, Sarah. Maybe. But I think Romanticism was more about a beautiful time in the arts and a certain 
kind of special thinking about Nature and life. 


David came back from the kitchen and walked over and sat down by Sarah on the rug. 
It is my mom’s favorite book. 

Sarah playfully blinked both her eyes at him, which made David laugh hard. 

Mrs. Burkhart smiled. 

Is it okay then if I show you this book, Sarah? 


Oh sure. I really want you to see it. It has nice pictures. I think you will like it. Please let us know too 
about the Jewish side of things. I am rather curious about your religion, she said. 


Sarah smiled. 
Okay. Thank you, Mrs. Burkhart. 


All three of them walked over to the big Autumn window and then sit down on the large, well-worn sofa 
that was just below the glass passage to the outside. 


Sarah sat on the left side of David's mom, and David on her right side. 


Sarah took her little white hands and carefully touched the big quilt that was draped over her end of the 
sofa. 


This is sure pretty Mrs. Burkhart. 


Thank you, Sarah. 
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Who is this blanket for? 
Well, it is for a little girl whose mother just died recently. 
Oh. I see. Will she be okay? 


Yes. I hope so Sarah, said Mrs. Burkhart sadly as she put her reading glasses on and opened the big 
book up. 


Sarah snuggled up to her. 

David on the other side smiled and did the same. 

Sarah put her head on David's mother's soft arm. 

Are we going to read the whole book, Mrs. Burkhart? 

Oh, goodness no Sarah! She laughed; we are just going to look at a few of the old pictures. 

Oh. Nice. 

The pictures are by an incredibly famous romantic poet and artist called William Blake. 

Sarah smiled. 

Was he nice? 

Very. He and his wife were close friends and had lots of fun together doing his art 

Mrs. Burkhart opened up the big book and then thumbed to the first page. Behind them, on the sofa out 
the window, the big Iowa trees in the yard were on fire with the late afternoon sun. Dozens of bright red 
and gold maple leaves danced and swirled through the living blue sky on the other side of the glass. 
What does that say at the beginning Mom? 


Mrs. Burkhart read out loud eloquently: 


“Of Man's First Disobedience, and the Fruit Of that Forbidden Tree, whose mortal taste Brought Death 
into the World, and all our woe." 


Does that mean bad things, Mom? 
Oh, no, said Mrs. Burkhart as she smiled at her son. 


It means that we have human bodies and will die. Right Mrs. Burkhart? 
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Why yes, Sarah! You are so smart! 


Mom, she is the smartest girl in our class, said David with a big smile. 


I thought so, said Mrs. Burkhart as she flipped forward several pages until they rested on a most 
beautiful picture. 


Is that Adam and Eve there? said Sarah. 

Yes. That is who it is. 

It is sure a beautiful picture, Mrs. Burkhart. 

I like that beautiful dragon and angel above them in the sky. 
That is Lucifer. The Devil said David’s mother. 


Sarah smiled. 
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He looks nice. Maybe a bit sad too. 

Yes, I suppose he was both of those back then. 

Mom? 

Yes, David? 

Why are they naked? 

Sarah covered her little mouth and giggled. 

I think David, it must have been before The Fall. 

The Fall? 

Before Adam and Eve realized they had to start wearing clothes. 
Why did they have to start wearing clothes, mom? 

Well, dear. It just would not be that good if everybody walked around naked. 
Sarah giggled again. 


Besides David, we would get bad sunburns. And our sex organs are very private and sacred too. Not for 
everyone to see. Just special people whom you love and trust. 


Sarah with her usual wit asked. 

Where do babies come from Mrs. Burkhart? 
Well, they come from heaven. 

And inside us too, my mom said. 

Yes, she is right. 

But what about that snake, said Sarah. 

Do you mean the devil? 

Yes. 


Well, he causes a lot of problems. Not a very nice person. But sort of nice too, I guess. Because he is the 
one that got us here in the first place. 
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Nephesh chayyah 

What does that mean Sarah? 

My mother told me it means breath or soul. That God made us alive. 
Oh, Sarah, that’s so beautiful! 

So, our souls needed a body? 

Yes, they did, David. 

Why did God make them leave such a beautiful place? 

Do you mean the Garden of Eden? 

Yes, Mom. 


Well, they had to learn what it was like to feel all the pain and joy of life. To have an appreciation for 
being happy. 


Why? said David. 

Well, son how can you be grateful for what you have, if you have always, had it? 
I see Mom. 

Could they die then? 

Yes. 

Having a body hurts sometimes. 

Yes, it does David. But it feels ever so nice too. 

Sarah put her little hand on David's mother's arm. 

And her big green, moon eyes reflected all the beautiful autumn sunlight from the window. 
Mrs. Burkhart? Who died first? Adam or Eve? 

Well, we don't know, but we know Adam lived to be very old. 

Sarah gently bit her little rosebud lips. 


But he died sometime? 
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Yes, Sarah. 

So, Eve died too? 

Yes. 

Sarah looked up at Mrs. Burkhart. 


I think Adam must have been sad when Eve died. Or maybe Eve lived longer. 
And she was sad when Adam died. 


Suddenly big tears started falling from Mrs. Burkhart’ s eyes, falling onto Adam's face in the picture. 
David grabbed her arm. 

Are you okay Mom? 

She tried to nod through her tears. 

Is it about dad being dead? 

Mrs. Burkhart tried to push away all the tears running down her beautiful white face, as she reached over 
and hugged her only son. Then they both started crying. Suddenly Sarah could not help but start crying 
too. It went on for a while. You could see the three of them silhouetted against the big living-room 
window. See the setting sun through all the brightly colored, autumn trees out there, knowing that there 
is always a certain kind of sadness that comes with all the beautiful things in the fall time. 


Finally, Mrs. Burkhart sniffed her tears back and closed the big book, and said. 


I’m sorry Sarah and David, but it all seems to me sometimes like we are living in some kind of lost 
dream. First, he was there. And then suddenly he was gone. It's so hard to lose someone you love. 


I miss him a lot mom. 

We both do, David. 

She reached over and took some tissues out of the little wood box on the coffee table and then handed 
them to both David and Sarah. And then she took a few more for herself and then wiped away the tears 
the best she could. 

I'm glad both of you are here. 


Sarah softly put her littler hand on Mrs. Burkhart’s bigger, slender white hand. 


Mrs. Burkhart, David is my best friend. 
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He is? 


Yes, I would be ever so lonely without him. 


Well, Sarah, I hope you and David will always be good friends 
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OPEN SUND; 


+ Set. Peppers 


She took David’s hand as they stepped out of the old corners side drugstore on Ingersoll and 35" 
Street. And then, the two 8-year-old children went over and stood by the store’s big shopping 
windows with all the prices on the glass and the little colorful toys lined up at the bottom of it. 


Sarah slowly blinked her big green, moon eyes as they reflected back, each colorful car that 
drove by on the road, each car as it went past the big, golden elm trees that had always been 
across the street with all their autumn leaves shaking in the wind. 


David? 

Yeah? 

Do you like your popsicle? 

His beautiful red mouth, smiled back happily at his best friend. 
Yeah, but it’s kind of cold. 


Mine too! Said Sarah as she licked her orange-flavored ice dream. 
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Did you like that song playing on the radio behind the counter in the store? 
Penny Street? 

No, David, it’s called Penny Lane. 

Oh, yeah, Penny Lane. 

Sure, I liked it a lot. 

But who was singing it? 

The Beatles said Sarah as she smiled, and her little licking tongue started going numb. 
David, do you think we could build a spaceship someday? 

Sure. But I don’t want to crash like those astra-nups did. 

David, you're supposed to say it like this... 

“astro-nauts. ” 

He let the sweet taste of the red cold popsicle fill his whole being as he watched all the big 
beautiful, white cloud shadows passing over Sarah’s kind and happy little head. 
Yeah. Astro-nuts. 

Sarah laughed as she licked away. 

Do you like my new dress? 

Yeah. 

What in particular do you like about it? 

Oh. All the beautiful flowers. 

Is it a Jewish dress? 

I guess so, my mom made it. 

Wow! She did? 

Yep. 

Your mom is a good sower like my mom. 

Yes, she is. 

Can I taste your berry, flavored popsicle now, David? 

OA, sure. 


Here. 
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Sarah put her pretty little mouth on the half-gone coolness. 
Hmmm. That’s really good. 
Do you want to try some of my popsicle now? 


David’s big brown eyes reflected all the upside down, soft, blue nuthatches in the big elm trees 
across the street, as they sang out their little sweet peep peeps. 


Oh sure. 

Sarah reached her beautiful little white hand out. 
Here. 

David tasted the cool, sweet orange flavor. It seemed so good too. 
Hey! Dummy, don’t eat all of it. 

Sorry, Sarah, he smiled. 

David? 

Yeah? 

You have a very handsome mouth. 

Huh? 

I like your smile. 

You do? 

Yeah, I do. 

David? 

Yeah? 

Do you, like my eyes? 

He went back to tasting his red berry-flavored popsicle. 
Yeah. They sort of look like big moons to me. 

They do? 

He looked up and smiled. 

Yep. 

David? 

Yeah? 
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Do the moons in my eyes have astronauts on them? 


Well, not that I know of. 

Hey Sarah? 

Yeah? 

What can you see in my eyes? 

Well, I can see the sun in there, David. And me standing here talking to you. 

You can? 

Yep. 

Are you done with your popsicle now? 
Almost, said David, gazing at the big sky as it disappeared into forever beautiful hearts. 
Sarah walked over to the curbside trash can and dropped her little wooden stick in. 
That was good, she said. 

He bit down into the last bits of cool, ice berry red. 


Yeah. I’m almost done too. 


Bnai Jesurun Synagogue in Des Moines, Iowa 


David? 

Yeah? 

Can we go to the big house with all the colors on it? 
Do you mean the Hippy House? 

Yeah. 

Okay. 

Sarah reached out and took David’s bigger hand. 


They waited for a while, as a few cars passed by on Ingersoll Avenue. Then a big red, galaxy 500, Ford 
drove past them slowly. The driver was a young mother with a huge beehive hairdo and big cat- 
eyeglasses on. And in the backseat were her 4 little kids with all their long, nasty tongues sticking out. 


Sarah stuck her little, orange tongue out at the kids in the car. 

David smiled at her. 

So, who was that? 

Oh, that’s The Finkelsteins, they go to my Synagogue. 

Are they nice? 

No. But their mom is nice. She used to be my dad’s girlfriend in junior high. 
Did she have big hair then too? 

I guess so. 

Her best friend was my mom. 

Oh. 


So, your dad liked your mom better than her? 
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Yeah, I guess so. He kissed her a lot in the car. 
Your mom? 

Yeah. 

Then she had me a little bit after that. 
Oh. Nice. I’m glad she did. 

Me too. 

Thank you, David. 

oD-?y Diw 

What does that mean? 

Peace be upon you. 

Oh. Thank you, Sarah. 

Do you know what you should say back to me now, David? 
No. 

DY DY 

What does that mean? 

Upon you be Peace. 

David smiled. 

Thank you, Sarah. 

No, David, you say that back to me. 
Oh. Okay. 

DIW DY 

Thank you, David, smiled Sarah. 


IMN ITN IN 


What does that mean? 
It means, that I love you. 


You do? 
Yes, of course, I do. 


I love you too. 
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Sarah smiled back at him beautifully. 


Thank you. David. When we grow up and get married. You have to go to the synagogue with me. 
Okay? 


Okay. 

And let’s hope The Finkelsteins won't be there 
But I’m Mormon. 

Yeah, but our Rabbi will like you anyway. 

Is he nice? 

Oh, yes. Very nice. 

He used to have a crush on my mom. 

He did? 

Yeah. 

Why? 

Because they grew up together. 

But she liked my dad better. Even though he was a gentile. 
She did? 


Sarah’s mother in front with all her sisters 
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Yeah, she liked his car better too. 

Why? 

They went to sleep a lot in it. 

Really? 

Yeah. 

Did you know my dad is a gentile like you? 
Yes, you told me already. 

David? 

Yeah? 

I love my dad. He’s very nice. 

He is? 

Yeah. He calls me his little, dear Sarah. 
Look, there’s the big house now. 

Yeah. 

Yeah? 

I love my dad. He’s very nice. 

He is? 

Yeah. He calls me his little, dear Sarah. 
Look, there’s the big house now. 

Yeah. 

Why did they paint it with all those colors anyway? 
I think because they are so happy. 

Is that what hippies do? 

Be happy? 

Yeah. 

My aunt goes there sometimes. 

Why? 

She has a boyfriend there. 
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The Hippy House 


Is he Jewish? 

No, he’s a hippy. 

David smiled. 

Does he have long hair, like a girl? 

Yeah. And a big beard too. 

But girls don’t have beards. 

Some do, David. 

They do? 

Yes, they do. 

My mom really doesn’t like him being with my aunt, though. 
Why? 

He won't go to the synagogue, and he drives a Beetle bus, with flowers all over it. 
Really? 

Yes. 


Hey, your taller than me. Will you ring the bell now? 
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Okay. 


David reached up and pushed the button by the big wooden door of the huge, worn porch of the 
old mansion. It made a faraway musical sound inside the house that made both of them giggle. 


Hey, Sarah what’s that funny smell coming out of the window? 
I dunno. I guess, Flower Smoke. 

What’s that? 

A magic dragon called Puff makes it. 

Huh? 

My aunt told me about it. She says the dragon stuff, makes her laugh, and see bright colors. 
Your aunt said that? 

Yeah. 

Is she smart like you? 

I guess so. 

David, will you ring the bell again? 

Okay. 

He pushed the old button above the door for a second time. 
There’s a lot of smoke coming out of that window now. 

Yeah. My mom says not to breathe it in. 

Oh. Okay. 

David? Could you go ahead and ring the bell again? 


Suddenly the big wooden door opened up. And a tall, mean-looking, shabby dressed man with a 
big beard and long hair looked down at the kids. 


Yeah!? Whatz you want?! 

Sarah looked up at him. 

Excuse me, Sir. Is my aunt here? 
And who, may that be, little girl? 
Shira Yosef. 

Who are you? 


Her niece. 
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Right man! Okay. Hold on, he said as he closed the big door... 
David? 

Yeah? 

Do you like all the colors painted on this house? 


David watched as an old 1940s Plymouth went down 35th Street. And then he turned back again 
and looked at all the wild colors on the walls of the old house. 


Yeah. I guess so. 
Well, it seems like too many colors to me. and it kind of makes me feel really dizzy. 


Yeah, me too. But I do like the big painted pink butterflies all over the walls. And the big rainbow 
flowers inbetween them too. 


The front door opened back up. And an incredibly beautiful, twenty something woman stood 
there with her jet-black hair. And bright, green moon eyes that looked just like Sarah’s own eyes. 


My little Sarah!! Oh! Beautiful blessings on her, my sweet HaShem. 
The hippy woman knelt down and held her arms out. 

Pin nn? mna N? ANN? 

Sarah smiled and put her little arms around the woman’s shoulders. 
Ww yy yw PA 2? PT ANT PR 

yd, D? PIN PT ANT PN 


The woman stood back up and smiled as she pushed her beautiful long hair behind the delicate, 
small ears on the side of her head. 


Sarah, is this your friend, David? 

Yes, Auntie. 

Well, he’s sure cute! 

Hi, David! 

Hello, he said shyly. 

My name is Shira, I’m Sarah’s aunt and I’m glad to meet you. 
She took his hand and shook it. 

Goodness, David your almost taller than me! 


Yeah. I guess I am, he smiled. 
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Well, come in! 


They both followed Sarah’s aunt, as they walked into the dark and cool house passing through a 
huge living room. They could see a couple laying on a big mattress in the middle of the floor, 
making out. David couldn’t tell which was the boy and which was the girl. And close by the 
mattress was a small group of more hippies gathered in a circle by the big colored glass window. 
One of the women in the group was shirtless, her huge breasts hung down freely to her arms. 


Sarah nudged David and smiled. 
Wow! She sure has great, big doorknobs! 
David nodded, as his big eyes looked and stared at the woman. 


One of the bigger men in the group took another hit from the tall brass bong, in the middle of the 
floor and then blew a big cloud of smoke out toward them. 


Hey man!? What’s this? Like wow, man, it must be, some of the munchkins from the Wizard of 
Oz?! 


The group all laughed loudly. 

Shira smiled at them. 

This is my little niece Sarah and her good friend David. 

The long-haired man scratched his beard and grinned. 

Far out baby! Groovy! That little girl is a freaky Snow-White princess juz like her aunt! 
And like wow, man! Her dwarf boyfriend is like... Wow! Even taller than you! 

Shira gave him a sour smile. 

Shut up, Carl! 

She saw that David and Sarah were still staring at the half-naked woman. 

Hey, you two want to go up to my bedroom and have some Cracker Jacks and Twinkies ? 
Sarah answered back happily. 

Sure! 

Sarah’s aunt smiled. 

And how about you David? 

Oh. Sure. Thank you, I love Twinkies. 

Sarah whispered up to him, my mom has really big doorknobs, just like that lady over there does. 


David turned away from the big, breasted hippy woman. 
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Sarah’s aunt Shira in her bedroom. 


Yeah, it’s kinda weird. 

Sarah took his hand as they followed her aunt up the stairs. 

Did my big sister make you that pretty dress Sarah? 

Yes, Mom made it for me, she smiled. 

I like the flowers on your pants auntie. 

You do? 

Yes, they are very nice, just like the ones outside painted on the house. 
Sarah’s aunt started laughing. 

Well, I made these ones on my pants myself. 

Did you sew them on there too? 

Yes, I did. 

Well, they are sure pretty, Auntie. 

She turned and kissed Sarah gently on the head. 

Yes, pretty just like my beautiful, little niece is... 

Well, here’s my room! She said smiling as she turned the old knob and opened the door. 


There was a huge psychedelic poster on the wall above the mattress on the floor. 
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Auntie, who’s that up there? 

Oh, that is Maharishi Mahesh? 

Was he an ancient rabbi from Israel? 

Her Aunt giggled. 

Oh, goodness no, Sarah! 

Suddenly they heard a big, loud booming voice behind them... 
Hey, kiddies! 


They all turned around to see a very tall man with big bell-bottom jeans on and a faded Levi 
jacket covered with peace signs. 


Hi Sarah, the big man said smiling. 

Hi, Douglas. 

Can I have a hug and kiss from my pretty girl? 
Sarah giggled. 

Sure! 

He bent down and gave her a big hug and kiss. 
Hey big man, where’s my hug! said Sarah’s aunt. 


Douglas bent his tall self-down and gave Sarah’s less than 5-foot-tall, auntie a big hug, and then 
pressed a big open kiss on her smiling lips, after which he grabbed her cute, big bottom and 
pinched it hard. 


Ow!! You, stupid monkey! she laughed, stop that! 
David and Sarah both giggled. 


He stood back up to his full, six feet tall and took his little colored glasses off, revealing beautiful 
blue eyes that showed a considerable amount of depth, as well as bit of sadness too. 


He smiled and looked down. 

What so funny you two? 

Nothing, said Sarah with a big smile 

The man pushed the long hair back from his eyes. 
Well, some day you two will be kissing as well. 
Sarah’s aunt pushed her boyfriend playfully 

Stop it, Douglas. 
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He kissed her again and smiled. 
Why? I love you. 


I love you too. But have some respect for our little guests. They don’t need to be growing up so 


fast. 


The big man pushed the long hair back from his piercing blue eyes and smiled down at the two 
children. 


zo 
~en 


ewe 


Douglas after coming home from Vietnam 1967 


Hey! You guys like the Beetles? 

Sarah smiled. 

Sure! 

How about you David? 

Well, my Bishop said the Beatles are communist. 
Douglas threw his head back and laughed loudly 
Hahahha! Well, fuck your bishop! 
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Shira nudged her boyfriend with her hips and gave him a mean look, shaking her head in a big, 
NO. 


The man turned from Sarah’s aunt. 
I am very sorry, David. 


So, are you Mormon? 


David with his GI Joe 


David smiled and said shyly, J guess so. 

Tell me, has that Bishop of yours ever been to a war? 

I don’t know, said David. 

Well, I have! And I am fucking sick of killing goddam communists! 
Sarah’s aunt grabbed her boyfriend. 

Douglas, please don’t shout at David. He is just a little boy! 

The man cleared his throat and said a bit quieter. 

I’m sorry, for yelling, David. 


You were in the Army? 
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Douglas looked at him sadly. 

Yes. 

Did you kill people? 

Douglas’s blue eyes suddenly clouded over with a strange sadness. 
Yes. 

Sarah’s aunt bit her lip and pushed herself up against her boyfriend and shook her head at him. 
What did you do? David asked. 

I was in Special Forces. 

Is that the Green Berets? 

Yes, something like that. 

I have a GI Joe that’s a Green Beret, said David with a big smile. 
He does too! Said Sarah grinning, I have played with it before. 
Douglas smiled back. 

Really? 

Yes! Said Sarah with an even bigger grin. 

Can I tell you something? 

David smiled shyly at the man. 

Sure. 

Don’t ever join the army. 

Okay? 

David nodded his head. 

Do you know why? 

David shook his head. 


Because it will break your heart, especially if you ever have to go to a war. It gets you all fucked 
up... Do you love your friend Sarah here? 


David shrugged his shoulders. 
Is she your best friend? 

He nodded. 

Yes. 
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Sarah snuggled closer to David as she spoke. 

Douglas, David is my best friend too. 

The man smiled down at them. 

Love is what it’s all about, not any kind of war. 

Okay? 

Okay. 

He put his big, long arms around Sarah’s aunt and kissed her gently. 
Love is the only thing in this world that can make you better. Make your life worth living. 
Okay? 

David smiled, looked up and then nodded his head. 

The big man gave Sarah’s aunt another gentle kiss. 

Now let’s listen to some good music! Okay?! 


David smiled up at him and both nodded his heads. 
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Shira, can you get the player out and fire it up for these kids? 

Sure! 

Got that new record? 

Sarah’s aunt smiled beautifully at him. 

You mean the new Beatles one you just got me? 

Yes! 

I sure do. Right over here. 

Douglas pushed his hair back and smiled at the woman he loved more than anything else in the world. 
Right on baby! Then go get it and let’s hear some of those groovy sounds. 

Sarah’s aunt reached out and took her little niece’s hand and then looked back at David. 

Come on you two. 

She took them over by the big mattress laying there and the little nightstand off to the side. 

Here darling, go ahead and pick it up and we'll play it. 

Sarah gazed at the strange and beautiful album as David softly pushed up against her and looked at it too. 
Are all these people in the band? 

Her aunt laughed loudly. 

Hahahaha! Goodness no! 

Douglas smiled as he lit up his little hash pipe and then sit down on the milk crate by the window. 
How do you know Shira? All those people on the album cover, really could be, in the band too. 


There are only four Beatles in the band, dumbhead, she smiled, pushing her silk, smooth hair behind the 
beautiful little ears on her head. 


Wow, that’s sure a neat record! Why is it red? smiled Sarah. 

It was a special kind made in Japan. 

Is it a magic record Auntie? 

She smiled down at Sarah, as they walked over to the big wooden chair. 

Oh, yes. The record is full of magic. 

Sarah’s aunt opened the heavy lid of the old tube record player that was sitting on the chair. 
And then switched it on. 

It made a weird humming noise. 


What’s that sound Auntie? 
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Just the tubes in the player, Sarah. 

Jesus, how old is that fucking thing?! 

Shut up Douglas, it was my birthday present when I was a kid. 

He gave a soft laugh, as he inhaled deeply on the lit pipe and blew out a big cloud of smoke. 
David looked over at him and asked, what is that you’re doing? 

Douglas held the little wooden pipe up, as it, burned mellow and bright. 


You mean this, David? He said as the pale blue smoke poured out of his big full lips and open 
mouth. 


David nodded, ves that. 
Sarah pushed up against her best friend. 
It’s Puff the Magic Dragon! Right Douglas? 


That is exactly right darling! Said the big man holding his breath as the smoke trickled out of 
his mouth. 


You kids want some? 
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Sarah’s aunt shook her head hard at him. 
Stop it, Douglas! They are just children! 
K, he said smiling as he blew little smoke rings out of his mouth. 


Sarah stood by the big humming phonograph player, watching the red record spinning around 
and around. 


Will you help me do it Auntie? 
Sure honey. 


She helped Sarah pick up the long arm of the old player and then carefully sit it down on the 
spinning record. 


The haunting sound of a sitar and tambura suddenly came pouring softly out of the old speaker 
as it filled the air of the smoky bedroom. 


Sarah’s aunt kissed her gently on the head and spoke. 
Sweety, why don’t all of us sit on the floor and hold hands while we listen to the Beatles. 


David and Sarah both sit down by the beautiful 24-year-old Jewish woman. David watched as 
her big green moon eyes reflected the mellow sun, shining in the big bedroom window. 


We are talking about the space between us 

And the people 

who hide themselves behind a wall of illusion 

Never glimpse the truth 

Then it's far too late 

When they pass away 

We were talking about the love we all could share 

When we find it, to try our best to hold it there with our love 
With our love, we could save the world, if they only knew. 


They all watched as Douglas blew, big clouds of bright pink wind out of his pipe into the cool, 
blue air of the big afternoon bedroom. His smile was ever so beautiful and ever so haunting too. 
And even though it was clear, blue skies out there. David thought he could hear the soft and 
beautiful rain falling outside the glass window of the bedroom. It was the kind of Iowa raindrop 
he often heard in the springtime when everything was just waking up and getting warmer. The 
kind of beautiful rain, that makes everything get so green and so full of life. 


The music from the spinning record was beautiful and strange. He felt himself falling into the 
amazing mirror of space and time. Sarah held one of his hands and her auntie held his other. 
They were such soft and beautiful hands too. Maidens of beautiful life and creation. Just like his 
mother’s hands, that were like at home when they would sit on the big sofa and read stories. It 
seemed he, Sarah and her aunt were all grasping each other’s hearts and souls. David felt dizzy 
and full of a beautiful warmth and intense inner light. 
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Try to realize it's all within yourself 
No one else can make you change 
And to see you're really only very small 
And life flows on within you and without you 


Then somehow, he was suddenly back with Sarah in the Greenwoods again, underneath all those 
flaming, golden trees of autumn. Underneath the intense blue skies of October. He watched as all 
the endless leaves danced and blew in the afternoon wind. He gazed deeply into the pond’s big, 
blue water, gazed at the shadows of little Sarah’s graceful, white face reflecting back through his 
own. He thought he could see his best friend’s big green eyes, full of ten billion brightly lit 
candle stars, stars as endless as all the galaxies spinning around and around in great pinwheels of 
sputtering light. 


David? She said shivering through the soft whispering breezes of autumntime. 
Yes, Sarah? 


I love you, David, she said with her tender voice. 
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A voice that sounded like a million-musical hearts, speaking in all the lost and sacred tongues of 
fire. Her mouth moving and her little heart beating, like the soft white, ghost wings of tiny 
angels, lost forever in endless amounts of time and space. 

You do, love me? 

Oh yes, David. You are my best friend. 

I am? 

Yes, of course you are. 

Sarah smiled in the most heavenly way possible. 

David, do you ever get lonely sometimes? 

He felt his heart aching again. 

Yes, I think I do. 

Me too. 

But we won't ever be alone, if we are together. 

David smiled. 

That is good. 

Yes, it is, Sarah said, as she softly laid her head on his chest. 

He gently touched the beautiful soft contours of her closed eyes. 
Sarah... is it yesterday? Or is it really tomorrow? 

She opened her eyes and looked at him kindly. 

It is neither of those things, David. 

What kind of time, is it then? 

It’s the time right now. 

It isn’t a dream then? 


Oh yes, its surely a dream. 
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Then none of this is real...Afterall? 
Oh yes, David... it’s all so very real. 
It is? 


Yes, love is more real than anything in the whole world. More real, than anything else in the 
whole universe. 


It is? 
Sarah smiled peacefully and closed her eyes. 
I love you, David. 


I love you too, Sarah. 
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Another lifi time } 


& 


When I dream. 
I always dream of you. 
But I wonder. 
Was it the life before? 


Or is it, the one now? 
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Set 


SoS. 


Girl at the lake 


He had just come home from the war. First by plane, then by car, and now on a bus. 
The old driver smiled up at him. 

Thanks for your service, my friend. 

David smiled back at him. 

Youre welcome. 


He ducked his head, taking a few steps down onto the sidewalk. He heard the door close softly behind him, as the 
bus pulled out onto the busy street. It seemed odd that he hadn’t noticed until now that it had been a 1940s bus he 
was on. It struck him too that the driver had also been dressed in an older type of clothes as well. As a matter of 
fact, when he thought about it, everyone on the bus had been dressed a bit odd. 


He stood there on the sidewalk as the city traffic blazed by, rushing, honking, everything going here and there. Or 
as it was, things were going nowhere at all. He stood in his Class A’s, with his red beret over his white cropped 
crew cut, gold-braided string over his right shoulder. 82nd Airborne patches on both arms of the heavy jacket Just 
below the left pocket, he touched the airborne silver wings. And then the combat medic badge. And then over to 
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the right pocket, where all his campaign ribbons were. Awards, like his purple heart. Like his blue heart. Like his 
red and crying heart. 


A big, black raven passed over and cawed at him. That made him smile. A beautiful piece of midnight up there in 
the bright, blue afternoon sky. He could hear all the children playing on the swings and slides in the distance. It 
couldn’t be that far away now... 


A beautiful red-haired woman walked past him with her little boy, that gave him a sublime and shy smile. And 
then a quiet... 


Hi. 
He nodded his head and smiled back at them, as the little boy tugged on his mother’s Kashmir sweater. 
See? Look, mom. It’s an Army man. Just like those ones back in lowa. 


David smiled sadly, as they faded away into the distance. He hated the Army, but he loved it too. At least the 
friends he still had, that were forever there. Both the ones that were still alive and the ones that were now dead. 
Anyway, he only had a few days until he was done with it all. For good. 


When he got to the big park there was a little breeze blowing in all the cottonwood trees there. He watched as the 
golden leaves danced in the bright, blue Autumn air, silently falling one piece at a time onto the big, green 
sprawling lawn. It all seemed like a great universal clock to him. He wasn’t sure why, and even though it had 
been so many years ago, he thought he could hear the old bell, chiming up on the university hill again. It was a 
kind of sad heartache each time it chimed. He remembered that he had lost someone back then. That it had been a 
woman’s voice, that is all he could remember, was her saying over and over. 


Ich leibe dich. Ich leibe dich. 
But just who she was? Well, he couldn’t quite remember that. 


He came to a sudden stop in all the fallen leaves under the ancient trees. God, what was this now? From his deep 
brown eyes, there reflected a big lake in the middle of the park. Why hadn’t he seen it here before? Where had 
such a thing come from? He couldn’t be sure. And yet he knew somehow, it had always been there. That it had 
been waiting for him all these years later. 


As he walked through the fallen leaves around the shore, he looked up and smiled at the big yawn of the sky. 
Hadn’t it been years since he last walked here? Or was today the first time? He wasn’t sure, and yet everything 
seemed so familiar to him. 


He walked down the long, thin dock as it stretched out over the surface of a great liquid mirror of sky. It was a 
deep kind of blood, red wine running through him, mixed with all the tears and smiles of a thousand years or 
more. It seemed rooted in a lifetime, or lifetimes spent in saying hello. And then goodbye. 


His army jump boots slowly walked down the well-worn wood of the dock, until it dropped off the end into the 
deep crystal-clear water. He could see the dark shadows of the colorful fish swimming below the surface. He 
looked back up, suddenly surprised to see a little rowboat floating there, tied to the end of the dock. It looked like 
something out of a long-time ago dream. But he couldn’t tell whether the dream had been 50 years ago or 200. He 
looked at the little neatly painted bright red letters on the side of the boat, it said “John Keats ”. The watercraft 
had a beautifully worn seat with two long oars by its side. He wavered on the waves underneath the boat as he 
stepped in. He untied the rope on the dock post. Then carefully he set his big, tall body down in the smooth, well- 
worn seat. Took a deep breath, put the oars in the water, and then pushed off into the open water... 
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He made slight waves, as he cut gentle furrows into the great and endless liquid, blue lake. Then smiled softly as 
he pulled back on the oars and pushed along. God, was this actually a park pond? Or was it... a vast and endless 
ocean? How could it possibly just be a park pond? He wasn’t sure about anything as moved through the deep and 
endless water. The little boat seemed more like the thoughts of a fish flying through the air. Or a flaming soul, lost 
in the depths of a vast and endless, upside-down sky. His powerful hands and arms pulled back and forth, in 
perfect time as he glided along. He couldn’t see it, the tall and watery reflection, of an incredibly handsome and 
good-looking man, as it followed along the side of the boat. The totality of his thoughts was lost in this great 
dream, of never-ending time. That it was all living and alive to him. A mere moment, that was larger, and huger 
than any single person like he or anyone else could ever be. And the great sun in the big, blue sky, gave to him 
eons of untold warmth and light, as he glided through the water mirror of ten-billion universal stars. As he pushed 
his consciousness through all the little, liquid suns that were shining, that were sparkling in the heart of the great 
and endless Milky Way. 


He rowed and rowed, until he finally hit the atmospheres of a moist planet, with all the waves splashing against 
the shore, of a place called Earth. 


It was a bit muddy as he pulled the boat up and tied it to the water-worn post. 


And then it was mostly walking through endless wild grass and fallen leaves, on an unseen path his feet knew so 
well. He felt the afternoon sunlight play through all the shadows in the trees above him. 


He walked and walked, but how far he couldn't tell. And really it didn't matter, as everything around him was so 
peaceful and sublime. 
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The flour white skin of her breath-taking face was as it had always been, an unreal beautiful of ghost white, 
highlighted by those strange and sublime green, moon eyes. Then that slightly, large nose that was as beautiful as 
it was fully feminine. And his heart started falling, once again, as it always had. Falling into those sensuous and 
full red lips. That soft and inviting, beautiful mouth. 


Calling to him. 

Talking to him. 

Speaking to him... 

You’ve been crying haven't you, she said to him. 
He smiled sadly at her and wiped his eyes. 

That sure is a beautiful dog you have there. 
Why, David, he is your dog. 

He is? 


Yes, of course, he is. 
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The dog brushed up against him as David ran his hand through his soft and smooth fur, he was warm and friendly, 
and very familiar to him 


She smiled. 

I missed you, a lot. 

He didn’t know why but he started crying again. 

She wiped away his tears with the soft tips of her fingers. 
David, why did you go away? 

I don’t know why I did. 

It was hard being away from you. 

Yes, I know it was. I am really sorry. 

She closed her bright green eyes and smiled gently up at him. 
Will you hold me now? 


He took her slight body in his big arms; she was warm and sublime like some lost summer season he had long 
forgotten. 


She opened her big mirror eyes and looked up at him again. 
I don’t want you to cry anymore now. 

Okay? 

He nodded. 


Because we will never be apart again. 
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We won’t? 

No. Never again. 

He smiled as she opened her great eyes that reflected back his reflection, endlessly. 
So, am I finally home now? 

Yes, David, you are home now. 

Her eyes were like the gentle skies of some divine goddess he had always known. 
Do you still love me? 


He nodded his head and then kissed her soft, open, mouth. He could feel her heart beating against his heart like a 
million white angel wings. Like the beautiful cicada songs singing in the lost trees of childhood. He felt her soul 
against his soul, and how they were both on fire inside this ever-grateful life. 


It was hard to tell how long he had known her. He guessed it had been forever... Or something like that. 


But for some reason, he couldn’t remember her name. 
God. What was her name? 


She took his big hand and pulled him towards the old 1940 Plymouth underneath the big tree. It was a shiny, 
beautiful maroon, red that reflected the wild surrounding autumn landscape. 


She opened the back door as the dog jumped in, as she closed it. 
David smiled. 

Where are we going? 

Oh, to Monument Valley. 

I thought you didn’t know how to drive? 

I learned while you were away. 

You did? 

Yes. I did. 

Where are we going to stay out there? 

Where else, Goulding’s. 

He was stumped, have we been there before? 


Goodness David, at least 100 times or more. 


Goodness David, at least 100 times or more. 


He tried hard to remember, so was that before the war? 
She laughed. 

Which one? 

David wasn’t sure. 

I don’t know. How many wars were there? 

She looked at him sadly. 


Oh, far too many my dear. Far too many. 
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Then a beautiful little face flashed into his mind. 
Wasn’t there a little girl with us back then? 

Oh, David, she is all grown up now with her own family. 
She is? 

Yep. 

But don’t I need to change my clothes? 

Nope. 

He looked down at himself. 

Suddenly he was in Levi’s and a Turquoise snap-button shirt. 
Geez, I even got the cowboy boots on too. 

She looked down and smiled. 

Yep, you do. Like you always did. 

What about you? He laughed. 


So, what about me? 
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Suddenly she had on a brown Derby cowboy hat, beautiful tight-fitting jeans, and a light blue Wrangler shirt. 
I love those white boots you have on. 

She looked down. 

Well, you ought to. After all, you bought them for me. 
She tilted down the brim a bit. 

And got me this hat too! 

I did? 

My goodness, David don’t you remember anything? 
Well, I’m starting to. I guess. 

So where did we meet? 

Huh? 

Where did we meet? 

She winked. 

On a bus. 

We did? 

Yep. 


Well, Roy Rogers, I’m ready to go now. 
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David was petting the dog who was standing up in the open window of the car’s backseat. 
What kind of dog is he? 

Geez, David. You ought to know, he’s your dog. 

Well, I kinda do. Is he a heeler? 

Half heeler. 

He is? 

Yep. 

What’s his other half? 


A coyote! 
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Row Row Your Boat 


Before the world was created, the Self alone existed; nothing whatever stirred. Then the Self-thought... Let me create 
the world. And he brought forth all the worlds out of himself. - Upanishads 


David slowly drifted from one world into another. He could feel the long umbilical cord of 
consciousness, stretching between places and realities. How that other world, out there or rather 
in here, was again calling to him. How the deep blue day, blooming outside his closed eyes was 
all starting to awaken him, with its new and rising sun. Awaken him with the mellow and 
haunting sounds of all those beautiful birds singing up in the treetops, outside. But even so, back 
inside, he resisted the first early morning light that was coming into his dreamy blue, bedroom 
window. 


And so, Mr. David Burkhart, fell asleep again, and the new, early morning hours quickly faded 
away, back into the thick, old gravity of the nighttime he had been coming out of. And once 
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again, his eyes, helplessly rolled back and forth underneath the heavy closed eyelids. Back and 
forth they went over and over, again and again as he watched, as he felt, every single part of that 
other reality, those other realities, being born anew. And that each sleeping breath he took in, and 
then breathed out, helped to push his little red boat, further and further across the great blue, 
mirror of sleep. Across that vast and deep ocean with all its tiny, lost, and unseen islands. 
Islands, floating and drifting on the surface of the forever waters, way out there in the tossing 
and foaming waves, on the wine-dark sea, where all those islands, endlessly waiting for him. For 
him to come back into sight, and then walk ashore. 


Each place, each new land was as real or unreal as it could get. 


God only knows if there was any sort of actual map of that huge unknown universe. If there was 
any real baseline for all of it, for so much of it as it was, is, and will be. And it was hard to say 
which one of those islands, out there, at the edges of the world was really, real. Or which one of 
them was only part of the dreamer’s dream. In fact, in his dream mind, as conscious or as 
unconscious as it could get, or was getting. He knew that the truth of the matter was in the fact, 
of where one was standing, right there and then. You know that tiny, all-important little blue dot, 
floating out there in the massive never-ending universe filled with all the unknown places. That 
small mark of solidity that says, “You are here.” But just where was “here”? Well, didn’t it all 
depend on what particular dream you were having, at what particular moment in time? 


But then wasn’t everything just a dream anyway? 
You know... 

Row row, row your boat 

Gently down the stream 


Merrily merrily, merrily, merrily 


Life is but a dream. 
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by HANNA-BARBERA 


A Time Machine Called Your Dream 


His mother was sitting there in the warm, soft seated chair by his bed. He could still feel that 
magic kiss on his cheek she had just given him. And now, she was humming some beautiful 
melody that made his heart feel soft and warm. He had a fresh ice pack and a cool washcloth on 
his head. Even so, he was still hot, and not feeling that well, as he tried to read his new 1967, 
number 24 Goldkey, Jetsons comic book. The one his mother had just gotten him from the 
downtown drugstore on Ingersoll and 35" Street. 


In the spaced-out dizzy air of the surreal atmosphere of his bedroom, all the colors stood out in amazing 
intensity. 


He looked over at her in the big rocking chair as she knitted away. His mother's eyes were an intense, 
mellow electric blue. Eyes that were full of the beautiful morning light just as it was peeking in through 
the curtains of his closed window. He watched the pretty, red mouth slowly singing from beautiful, 
white freckled face as she unconsciously pushed back her soft, bright, red hair and tucked it behind the 
little ears. It was divinely curled and perfectly done, as it was every day. 
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But today it was now 100 degrees, and earlier that morning it had been even hotter at 104 degrees. A 
harsh burning, hot fever inside his head, that felt somehow as much beautifully odd, as it did painfully 
real. Or was it even that real? With a dizzy and lightheaded spaced-out mind, he couldn’t quite be sure if 
anything was real or not. He looked back down at the colorful comic book frames, as he turned each 
page underneath the little bed-light above his headboard. The light that lit each page. Each page as he 
turned it. Each frame of the story as he learned it. 

George. 

Jane. 

Judy. 

And Elroy. 

He watched the whole Jetson family come to life from his new drugstore comic book. They were all 
wildly psychedelic, moving and warping through time and space. Moving in bright and living colors 
with each note of music and sound. Sounds that his mother was singing to him softly. 

David? Do you feel okay now? 

He nodded his head in slow motion, as George Jetson reached out from the comic book and took his 
long, illustrated book arms, and stretched his even longer comic book fingers out. Out, from the 
newsprint pages, until they sunk deeply into the bones of David’s skull. Going deeper and deeper into 
the vibrating, hot tissue of the 8-year-old boy’s throbbing and pulsating brain. Those odd and weird 
comic book fingers that were twisting and turning, through all the convolutions and bumps and thoughts 
in the corridors of David’s mind, within his second-grader boy’s head. And none of it seemed to be 
hurting. None of it at all. In fact, it was only tickling and making him laugh all the more. 

His mom said with a worried sound. 

David, do you feel okay now? 

David, why are you laughing? 

I dunno, mom? 

Are you feeling, okay? 

Sure, I guess I am. 


Do you need more ice in that pack on your head? 


I dunno. 
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Maybe he didn't feel so good after all. 


David closed the comic book and laid his head down on the soft feathery pillow. He took a deep breath 
and turned towards her... 


Mom, I think I’m really tired now. 

She smiled. 

All right, well get some rest son. I love you. 

Mom? 

Yes? 

Will you sing me another song? 

Why of course. 

Okay. Thank you. 

Well, my dear, which one would you like me to sing? 
That one you sang at the capital. 

With my high school choir? 

I guess. 

Mom? 

Yes? 

What was it like to sing for the president? 

Oh. I was very scared. 

You were? 

Yes. But once I started singing, then I forgot everything and something else took over. 
What took over, Mom? 


I guess it was my heart. 
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His mother’s voice carried itself through the early morning air of the little bedroom, in the usual 
exquisite way. Just like it had, some 14 years earlier, before David had ever been born. 


His mother back then had been a beautiful, red-headed, small-town girl that knew nothing of the bigger 
world. But her little high school choir had somehow won nationals. And then sent to Washington DC, to 
sing for the President of the United States. 


After the school choir's impressive presentation of several songs. The 17-year-old Karen had been 
chosen to sing, the final stand out, solo song. It had been amazing, how that small-town girl, had made 
everyone in the audience, of that faraway big city, break down and cry. 


It had been a song she had learned as a little girl. Listing to it play over and over on the old Victoria 
player, as her mother would wind it up and then play for her youngest daughter. 


Even back then, little Karen Burkhart could make people cry, just by the way she could make her kind 
heart, sing so sublime, and ever, so beautiful. 


I'm walking 'round in circles, trying to forget 
That | ever fell in love with you 

I'm walking ‘round in circles ever since we met 
What else is there left for me to do? 


I'll be blue, just thinking of you 
And worrying too from now on 
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I'll be kind of easy to find 
With you on my mind from now on 


| thought we'd play a while 
Forget to say goodbye 

But the memory of your smile 
Just makes me want to cry 


I'll be blue, just thinking of you 
And loving you too from now on 


I'll be blue, just thinking of you 
And worrying too from now on 

I'll be kind of easy to find 

With you on my mind from now on 


| thought we'd play for just a little while 
And then forget to say goodbye 

But the memory of your smile 

Just makes me want to cry 


I'll be blue, just thinking of you 
And loving you from now on 
I'll be so blue 
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“But we're not even married yet. Yes, we are.”’ 


: At the Dream Movie 


He was going down West Temple Street in Salt Lake City, Utah. Going down through the main part of 
town just below the Avenues. Or at least it felt like that place to him. But God it didn’t look a thing like 
the city he had known since he was a young man. He gazed up at all the tall buildings, and endless 
skyscrapers. It all looked like some kind of weird version of downtown New York City to him. But it 
was Salt Lake, and he knew it was. 


A young woman named Elizabeth was driving the big Super Bee Taxicab. She had been looking for her 
boyfriend Isaac and didn’t want to give David a ride. But with a little money and a beautiful smile, he 
had been able to convince her to give him the ride, anyway. 


He opened the door, and then closed it as he sat down in the big leather seat. 
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Thanks! He said with a smile. 
Without even saying a word, the driver shoved the big car into drive and then stomped on the gas pedal. 


The powerful car peeled out. Leaving a big flaming patch of Firestone rubber burning on the asphalt of 
the busy street behind them. 


He yelled out over the roar of the car. 
Jesus! You think we’re going fast enough!! 
Yep. Got a 26, A-14, Atlas, rocket engine under the hood. 


When he was finally able to sit back up from the extreme G-forces of the car’s acceleration, he started 
talking to her again. 


Aren't you a public taxi service? 

Yes, when I want to be. 

So, when do you want to be? 

I guess right now if you don’t talk too much. 

Okay, he said as he threw a white, wintery green mint, Lifesaver into his mouth. 
Hey, can I have some of those too? 

Sorry, that’s my last one. 

Shit! Does my breath stink? 

No, not from what I can tell, he smiled. 

Good, because I’ve been drinking again. 


Her black-gloved hands pushed the old, dusty cassette tape into the player as she cranked the volume all 
the way up. 


Oh, let the sun beat down on my face 

And stars fill my dream 

I'm a traveler of both time and space 

To be where I have been 

To sit with elders of the gentle race 

This world has seldom seen 

They talk of days for which they sit and wait 
All will be revealed. 


Talk in a song from tongues of lilting grace 
Sounds caress my ear 

And not a word I heard could I relate 

The story was quite clear 


Oooooh, Oooooh 
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Oooooh Oooooh 

Baby, I been blind 

Nooooo. Anit no denying it! 
Ooooooh, yes. I have been flying 


Oh, yeah, mama, there ain't no denyin' 
Oh, ooh yes, I have been blind 


Nooooo. Anit no denying it! 


She pushed her dusty 1922 airplane Ace, World War I, goggles back into place over her eyes. And then 
threw the long red scarf back over her badly worn leather jacket 


Do you, really need those things on your eyes? 
She pushed the clutch in and shifted into 3rd gear. 
Fuck off, I’m blind without them! 

Okay. Sorry for asking. 

Mama, mama, ain't no denyin', no denyin' 


All I see turns to brown 
As the sun burns the ground 
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And my eyes fill with sand 
As I scan this wasted land 
Try to find, try to find! 
the way what I feelin! 
Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh! 


Oh, pilot of the storm who leaves no trace 
Like sorts inside a dream. 


The long line of traffic blurred past the car windows as they swerved in and out of all the passing 
lanes. 


God, are we in the Indianapolis 500, or what?! 
I said not to talk stupid. 

Okay. 

So, do you like Led Zeppelin? 


What do you think asshole? Can you just shut up now? 


Leave the path that led me to that place 
Yellow desert stream 


My Shangri la beneath the summer moon 
I will return again 


As the dust that floats high in June 
We're moving through Kashmir 


Oh, father of the four winds fill my sails 
Cross the sea of years 

With no provision but an open face 
Along the straits of fear 


Oh, oh. Ohhhhh. Whoooooooo. Ooooooo. 
When I want, 

when I'm on my way, yeah 

And my feet 

wear my fickle way to stay 

Ooh, yeah yeah, oh, yeah yeah, 


But I'm down 0000, yeah yeah, oooooh, yeah 
but I'm down, so down 
Ooh, my baby, oh, my baby 


Let me take you there 


Come on, oh let me take you there 
Let me take you there 
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He watched as all the stoplights streaked by like half-alive, laughing demons. He doubted even the 
eagle-eyed, Salt Lake cops could see her moving at such blinding speed. But he knew, just one wrong 
move and they were both dead. 


He looked over... Jesus, she was almost asleep! 

Hey! 

What!!? 

Wake up!! 

Shut up!! I’m trying to remember my dream! 

They buzzed through all the intersections like they were floating cotton balls, full moons and stars. 


David let out a sigh of relief when they finally pulled up and parked in front of a big building with 
revolving glass doors. 


They both stepped out of the car, shut the doors, and went around to the front and back of the car. And 
then effortlessly picked up the big 1959 Mercedes, taxicab with their bare hands and carried it in with 
them through the main doors of the big building. And then went down the steep stairs inside the big mall 
that was full of people. 


This is good, right here, she said. 


Then they both sit the big taxicab gently down on the beautiful, waxed floors of the mall. Their 
reflections looked like two lost ghosts in the shine of the endless store hallway. 


She looked up at David and smiled. 
Sorry, for being so grumpy. 

It’s okay, I understand. 

She smiled. 

Guess I should get a little more sleep. 
Yeah, but not in the car. 

Well, it is after all...my dream car. 

It is? 

Yep. It is. 

Well then sleep away...at full speed! 
She laughed. 

Well, I guess my boyfriend, Isaac is in here somewhere. 


He is? 
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Yep. 

Well, thanks, Mr. Burkhart. 

You ’re welcome, he smiled. Glad I could help. 
Yeah, I sure needed the money. 


She opened the door of the taxicab and got in. Pumped the gas pedal a few times, turned the key, and 
started up the big rocket engine of the taxi. It sounded fully tuned up to David. 


Suddenly the Super Bumble Bee sign lit up on the roof of the car, with a little magic bell sound. 


Elizabeth rolled the car window down, Kasmir was softly playing again. She pushed her beautiful, long, 
blonde bangs back behind her ears and said. 


God, I love this car. 
David smiled down at her. 
You do? 


She closed her right blue eye... and then took a long drag and blew out the blue smoke towards the 
lucky red, charm monkey hanging on the end of the gold chain from the car mirror. 


Yep, I do. 


David put his big hands in his overcoat pockets and felt around for some more undetected wintergreen 
Lifesavers. 


She looked up, as the smoke poured gently out from her pretty, red mouth. 
You’re a rather tall man, aren’t you? 
Yes, I guess I am, he smiled. 


Tell me Mr. Burkhart, have you ever been to the Great Salt Lake before, she said over the rumbling of 
the Mercedes engine, as she took another long drag from the little cigarette in her mouth. 


Do you mean the lake itself? 


She smiled and blew the smoke gently up above his head... until it turned into magic, little circles of 
deep, blood-red flashes. 


Yes. 
He shifted the weight of his big 6’5 over and leaned up against the car and looked down at her. 
Sure, I’ve been there several times before. 


She took another drag and then gently blew out colorful smoke into a big cloud, shaped like a dragon 
with little drops of rain falling out of it. 


The lake is nice, isn’t it? 
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Well, I guess it depends on the day you go out there and see it. But I guess it can be very nice on most 
days. 


She looked up at him with her bright, blue eyes. 

Can I tell you something about that lake? 

He smiled. 

Sure. 

Do me a big favor. 

Like what? 

Like, don’t go out there anymore. 

He pushed his 1940s hat back and scratched his head. 
Why not? 


Ever seen that old movie Carnival of Souls? 


No. 
Go see it. 
Why... ? 


Before she could answer him, the big taxicab spun both back tires into smoke and then roared away 
down the long hallway of the mall until it disappeared into eternity. 


God, what more can happen today, he asked. 


Just then he heard the deafening sound of a big passenger jet flying overhead. He looked up through the 
huge hole in the mall ceiling, right through into the deep, blue skies of Northern Utah. 


It must be Jordan up there in that plane, he said to himself. 
Then he thought, damn, how long has it been since we were in the war together? 
It seemed like 100 years to him or more. 


Suddenly a blinding, bright flash of white light exploded in front of his face, shattering his eyesight into 
ten thousand endless menageries of glass. 


Then as the intense white light subsided, and slowly began clearing away. He saw himself, there once 
again, at the big building’s main entrance. Only this time he was going through the revolving glass doors 
without the big taxicab, and without the girl named Elizabeth. 


Then suddenly he found himself floating effortlessly up into the air above all the people in the mall. He 
drifted along slowly, watching them all busily going up and down the stairs into the big mall hallway 
with all the different shops and stores. 
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He looked down and then noticed a small group of people that were sitting underneath the long stairs, 
stairs that now changed into a big, jet glass tube escalator. And underneath the flashing spots of human 
getting sucked up along the way. There were other people sitting there, in a room underneath the big 
tubes. Odd people that seemed to be watching some sort of a little concert or movie on the small 
projection screen in front of them. 


He could hear the film projector going and its two reels spinning around and around. 
God, he thought, was this some sort of odd movie theater or concert hall? 


Then he suddenly saw a beautiful, bleached white, haired younger woman sitting in the back of the 
group of people by the old projector. There was just enough light to see that she was wearing a dark shirt 
from the 1920s. She could have been taken for a handsome boy, with her short, bobbed extremely white 
hair and horned rim glasses on. 


Then he suddenly remembered. 

Oh, yeah, that’s my girlfriend over there, waiting for me. 
But he swore that she had had black hair before. 

Did she have time to bleach it? God, he doubted it. 


He floated effortlessly down from the lighted ceiling and took his empty seat by her underneath the huge 
tube-sucking escalator. 


He noticed that his big overcoat was gone and that he now had on a nice black suit with a white shirt. He 
adjusted his red bow tie and smiled at her. 


Hello! He said to the beautiful girl with short bobbed, white hair. 


An old woman sitting two rows down from them, put a long, shaky finger to her much too bright red 
lipstick. 


Shhhhhh!!! 


He smiled and nodded his head towards her, mouthing silently, he was sorry. Then they turned back to 
the flickering silver screen upfront. He guessed it was some kind of rare German expressionist movie 
they were all watching. 


Hey!? Her whispering voice was beautiful and seductive. 

So, where in the hell have you been David?! 

I can’t remember, he said back to her. 

Whatever, I’m glad you’re finally back here now. 

She reached over and took his big hand and put it on her leg... 


Suddenly he noticed she wasn’t wearing any pants; in fact, she was completely naked from the waist 
down. 
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She looked up at him in the dark and winked. 

You know what I want, right? 

No. he said nervously. J have no idea what you want. 
Yes, you do. Look down at your pants. 

He looked down. 

Sorry, he said with a red face. 

She raised her eyebrows, looked up and smiled, and then whispered in his ear loudly. 
Go ahead, do it to me! 

He quietly looked at all the people surrounding them. 
Do what? He said. 

She smiled seductively. 

Here, let me sit on your lap so I can remind you. 

He whispered back to her nervously. 

I'd rather you didn’t sit on my lap right now! 

She reached over in the darkness and lifted one of his hands from his pants. 
Looks like you have a big problem down there. 

No, I don’t! 

Yes, you do! 

Here, I think I can help you with it. 

He pushed her hand away nervously. 

Stop it! Not in here, he whispered loudly. 


The old woman on the second row looked at both of them again. And then placed that stupid, long, 
boney finger over her lips and pointed back to the brightly lit movie screen. 


Both he and the white-haired girl smiled politely and nodded back to the woman 

He tried to watch the movie. 

A few minutes passed, just enough time to get his composure back and a few other things too. 
Suddenly the white-haired girl tapped him on his shoulder and whispered into his ear. 

I have something for you in my purse. 


What? he whispered back 
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I have something delicious for you to snack on. 

He looked at her nervously. 

I really don’t want anything to eat right now. 

She smiled up at him. And then placed a big, neatly wrapped sandwich directly on his lap with a thud. 
Ow! What is this?! 

The white hair girl scooted over to his ear again. 

Each word she said tickled with the movement of her hot, moist lips. 


Go ahead and eat the sandwich first. And then you can fuck me afterward. And hurry up because I have 
to go back to work soon. 


He whispered back to her. 

No! 

She looked sadly up at him. 

But I brought the sandwich all the way from New York, just for you to eat. 
You did? 

The white-haired girl nodded, as she patted the big sandwich on his lap and smiled. 
Yes, and with a ton of mayonnaise and mustard on it too. 

He replied, with roasted ham as well? 

She smiled and excitedly whispered back into his ear. 

Yes! And with a big dab of Philly cheese in there too! 

Really? 

Yep. Hurry up and eat it up, please. So, we can get to the fucking. 

But I don’t even know you. 

Yes, you do. 

No, I don’t! 

Look at me. 

He did. 


God, she was beautiful beyond belief. Maybe 5 feet tall and ever so slim with two, rather nice breasts 
and rich full lips. And some nice, long, bare legs. And a cute, little soft patch of curly tufted hair in 
between things, a tuft of hair that he was trying hard not to look at anymore. 
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So, am I your girlfriend or what? 
I guess so. 
Well, prove it then. 


He thought to himself. God, she did seem very familiar to him. And yet he was sure that he had never 
seen her before. 


I guess you’re my girlfriend. But I’m not sure if I really do know you. 
She whispered and smiled. 

You will know me. 

How? 

She smiled seductively up at him, as she blinked her long eyelashes. 
Oh, just like Adam knew Eve, in your bible. 

He put his hand on the sandwich. It smelled delicious. 

She whispered. 

Do you like Jewish women? 

He nodded. 

Yeah, I guess so. 

Well then, hurry up and eat that sandwich. 

But is it Kosher? 

Of course, stupid, she smiled. I’m a traditional Jew! 

Sorry. 

She smiled again. 

Did you know that I’m her twin? 

Whose twin? 

My sister’s twin, dumbhead. 

So, you’re really not my girlfriend then? 

No. But I look just like her. 

You do? 

Well, she said as she ran her long, beautiful fingers through her hair. 


Except for this. 
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Do you mean the white hair? 

Yeah. 

So do you like that sandwich, she said breathing harder. 
He noticed that he had taken several bites out of it. 

Yes. 

But who made it? 

My sister did. 

Your twin? 


Yes, my twin. 
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Then suddenly the dream changed to another place and time. 


He was now with a dark-haired woman, and they were walking down the beautiful sidewalks of 3" 
Avenue, and K street. Past all the beautiful old Prairie-style houses that lined both sides of the street. He 
noticed it was a nice summer day and that all the flowers were blooming as they passed underneath the 
shade of the old sycamore trees that lined the road. She held his hand and pulled him happily along 
while humming some strange and beautiful song. 


And then she stopped, and turned around, as an old 1960s rambler station wagon passed by on the road. 
I hate that car. 

What car? He said. 

The old one that just drove by. 

Do you mean the one with the Iowa plates? 


Yes. 


119 | Page 


Do you know the person driving it? 

Sort of. 

She gently squeezed his hand. 

So, did you eat the sandwich? 

The one that your sister made? 

No, the one I made. 

Okay, the one you made. But I’m not sure if I ate it. 

Well, you must have eaten the whole damn thing, because I’m very pregnant now. 
He looked in shock, at her big swollen belly. 

You’re what?! 

She smiled gently. 

You know, I’m going to have your baby. 

You are? 

She looked at him with the sublime sunlight reflecting from her beautiful green eyes. 
Yes, I’m going to have your baby any day now. 

But we’re not even married yet? 

Yes, we are. 

We are? 

Yes. 

David looked at her. She had one of the most beautiful faces he had ever seen. 
But I don’t even know you. 

Well, you ate the sandwich... didn’t you? 

Yes, I guess I did. 

He looked at her big swollen tummy again. 

What will the baby’s name be? 

She gave him a tender smile. 


Sophie. 
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They came to the end of the sidewalk. 
See that big church across the way, over there? 
Yes. 


The summer breeze was blowing in all the old pine trees and wild grass surrounding the building. It was 
a beautifully built art deco place with a big, brightly colored stained-glass window in the front of it. 


Do you know what that is? 

No, he said. 

Well, that’s my synagogue. 

It is? 

Yes! 

It looks more like an old Mormon church to me. 
Well, Stupid head! It not! 

No? 

No. 

Suddenly she put both her hands up to her face, covering it fully up. 
Are you okay? 

No, she said, starting to cry. 


It was silent for a long time, there at the end of the sidewalk as she sobbed away. He could hear the 
nuthatches singing their little peep, peep songs high up in the trees. 


The old rambler station wagon went rumbling by again. He waved to the man inside driving. He didn’t 
wave back. 


He noticed the wetness, the tears flowing out from in-between her fingers. 
He gently pulled her hands back. 

Why are you crying? 

I always cry when I am back in Iowa. 

But I thought we were in Utah? 

She sniffed back her tears. 

David, you’re so stupid! 


I am? 
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Yes. Why don’t you just go ahead and wake up to the deeper reality of this whole situation? 
But I can't. 

Why can’t you? 

Because I’m asleep right now. 

No, you’re not. 

Yes, I am. 

Where are you then? 

Back in my bed at home. Said David. 

You mean back at no home. 

Okay. Then I am asleep, back at no home at all. 
Guess what, David? 

What? 

We can’t go to the synagogue anymore. 

Why not? 

She pointed down to the crosswalk in front of them 
See this? 

You mean the outline of a little body in chalk 
Yes. 

What does it mean? 

That a little boy got killed here. 

What little boy? 

Oh, David, you’re not too bright, are you. 

I guess not. 

Do you still love me? 

He knew he did. 

Yes. 

How much? 


A lot. 
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Look, after you wake back up. 

Yeah? He said. 

I want you to remember something. 

What? 

This kiss I am going to give you right now. 
Okay. 

She reached up and gave him a long kiss... 


It was like a beautiful fire burning inside his soul again. He thought he might pass out from the sheer 
pleasure and happiness he felt. 


The sublime kiss went on for a long time as all the songbirds in the big trees sang away gently and 
beautifully. 


Then she looked up at him, at all the tears running down his handsome face. 
You have been really lonely, haven’t you? 
Yes, I’m afraid so. 

Me too, David. 

But I'll be coming to get you soon. 

When? 

When you wake back up. 

Why? 

So, I can take you back home again. 

Am I lost? 

Oh yes, you have been lost for a long time. 
Then how can I get found? 

When you have me again in your arms. 
David smiled softly. 

Like with the kiss you just gave me. 

Yes, like with the kiss. 

Only it will never stop the next time around. 


Really? 
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Yes, really. 


Here let me kiss you again... 


He did. 


God, it was so sublime that kiss, it was like nothing he had ever felt before. Or maybe he had felt it 
before, and he was just remembering how wonderful it was again. 
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| Reentry 


The dog’ s collar made a kind of nutty, cute little musical sound that gradually called David back 
from the realms of the sleepy, sleeping world. 


He slowly opened his heavy eyelids, just enough to see Little Brother posing as Surya Namaskar 
and giving the rising sun a good salute. David watched blurry-eyed as the beautiful canine got 
down on his paws and stretched his entire body in a fantastic real yoga, downward dog pose. 


Last night’s dream was still hanging on, floating there in the blue air with all the new bits and 
pieces of daylight coming in through the window. 


God, she was so beautiful and so perfect. And that kiss she gave him. Never had he felt a kiss 
like that before in his entire life. So, he closed his eyes again and made the effort to remember 
everything about her that he could. 
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Then at some point, while he was trying to recall all the details, he suddenly forgot everything 
and fell back into a dreamless sleep. 


The ravens cawed for a long time, outside while he snored away. 

Finally, the well-loved dog, decided to jump off his soft chair, and carefully sneak over to his 
best friend’s bed, and put his big, long snout with the cold, wet nose on the very end of it, 
underneath all the blankets...until it tenderly touched the warm, breathing ribs of the big man 
sleeping in there. 

Nothing. 

Hmmm. Okay. 

Well, then let me try this... 


And then the dog did his famous Heeler twist. And drove his cold nose deeply into the tender 
ribs. 


David suddenly opened his eyes and burst out laughing. 

Hahaha! Goddamn, you stop that! 

He looked down at his dog. His short stubby tail was not wagging like most long-tailed dogs do. 
But rather his little stump that should have been a tail, was going around and around like some 
high speed, crazy finless boat propeller. 

Good morning Little Brother! 


David smiled at him. 


Do you have to go outside? 
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The spotted Heeler sat there on the floor panting. 

Well? 

The dog had his famous smile going but wasn’t moving. 
No? 


Then Little Brother turned around and jumped back up onto the old Lazy boy chair and went 
back to sleep. 


Guess not. 


Well, you’re a pretty good alarm clock anyway. 


David yawned big and then stretched his long and muscular arms out until his big fingertips 
crawled up the old, scrubby wall behind the bed 


He gazed over at his cellphone clock on the nightstand. 
6:30 in the morning. 


He looked over at his beloved dog who was already back asleep again. 
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Well, at least he had a beautiful friend. One that wasn’t human for sure. No, beautiful Mrs. Eve 
waiting for him in the Garden of Eden. But a very male, canine called Man’s Best Friend. And 
Little Brother was every bit that to David, and a whole lot more too. 


He stood up, and slipped his pajamas off, revealing a lean-cut body and some very long and 
sensual legs to go along with it. He yawned again, and then stretched up towards the ceiling, 
damn near touching it with his long fingers. 


And then he walked over to the closed-eyed dog and ran his big hand through Little Brother’s 
beautiful warm fur. 


Love ya, buddy said David with a sleepy smile. 
You’re the best damn alarm clock a guy could ever have. 


He walked out of the bedroom door, scratching his perfectly shape hips as they thinned out into a 
very small waist. One that suddenly exploded into a long, powerfully built back, ending itself on 
some very wide shoulders. With a handsome head sitting on the very top of everything, that was 

called David. 


As the daily morning routine went, he made coffee out in the kitchen, fully in the nude, with the 
usual vocal comment. 
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Goddamn! It’s cold in this house! 


He went over and turned up the heat just above his big Zuni Shalako carving. He blew the dust 
off it and thought of an old, beautiful girlfriend. 


His heart ached badly. 


It had been 3 years since the shapely, native woman decided that she didn’t want his big, stupid 
white ass anymore. 


Well, he didn’t blame her in the slightest, because he could be a real asshole. 


He slowly walked into the bathroom. Switched on the rumbling fan with its less than powerful 
10-watt light bulb, that was trying to make things as visible as possible. 


Nevertheless, it was still dark as hell in there. 


He opened the toilet lid and got rid of the six cans of cheap beer he drank last night while 
watching 1960s Jetsons reruns. 


It went on for a long time... 


PSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS. 
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After what seemed like an entire year of summer monsoons in the middle of the winter, he 
finally finished and shook his big guy off. 


He looked down at the poor thing. 
Thanks, buddy, he said. 
But, I guess that’s the only real attention you’re going to get these days. 


He reached over and opened the moldy glass door of the 40-year-old shower. And then turned 
the water on. 


While it warmed up, he walked over to the big mirror and felt the month-long stubble of his new 
beard while smiling sadly at his reflection and said. 


Looks like you’re getting a lot older now, Mr. Burkhart. 


But, sorry, no real hopes for a wife or girlfriend. 


Then suddenly the dream came back to him again... 


Wow! That kiss had set him on fire. She had been the perfect woman. 


Only dear God, why couldn’t she be real, instead of some goddamn specter in a faded away 
dream? 


The ghost steam from the hot water was now gathering around the dim lightbulb of the 
windowless bathroom. He flushed the toilet. Scratched his white ass again. And waited for the 


water pressure in the shower to pick back up. 


He opened dingy, glass door and stuck his hand under the water. 
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Yep. 

Then stepped his big feet into the steamy, warm, little glass compartment of the shower. 

It all felt pretty damn nice. 

At least until... 

He bumped...his poor self, into the old rusty shower head. 

Damn it! He yelled out, as he rubbed his wet hair. 

That fucking hurt!! 

He took his big hand and slapped the showerhead in anger. 

It suddenly sprayed right into his face. 

Shit! That’s hot! He yelled out. 

You stupid Showerhead! 

The showerhead said back calmly. 

You stupid Dave. 

He smiled wetly. 

Sorry. 

It sure sucked being tall sometimes. 

He readjusted the showerhead as he rubbed the newly swollen bump in his wet hair. Suddenly 
the pain stirred up an old memory he hadn’t thought of in 30 years. It came on really strong 
too... 

He could feel her once again putting the soap on his back, gently as the warm water sprayed out 
on both of them. She was singing one of those cute little German songs in the warm water. And 
then after a while, she tenderly pressed her beautiful body up against his own and started kissing 
his back. 

Ich liebe David. Danke, dass du so ein schöner Mensch bist. 

He had been only 21 years old and she was barely 20. She had been the beautiful model for all 


his best drawings at school. And he in turn had posed for many of her most incredible paintings. 
Her paintings that always got a lot more attention at the gallery than his own. 
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He didn’t mind at all. In fact, he learned a lot from her about how to paint deep love and 
kindness in all the best ways possible. 


As the hot water ran down his face, he kept rubbing the bump on his head. 


Then he remembered how it was that she hadn‘t come home later that day. And how he had 
waited and waited until the awful news came later that night. And then how he had just 
languished away and died in that empty place without her there. Without her ever coming back 
again. 


He felt those long ago tears mixing in with all the water in the shower. He wasn’t sure which was 
which...the water or the tears. 


But as it had gone, all the other women that came later on after Alexandria (God, he said her 
name). Fuck it, so what! All the other women that had come after her, just ended up being more 
of a heartache to him than he had ever wanted or planned on. And as it went after that he had 
never found anyone else that was really worthwhile. 
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As the water tried to wash away all his tears, he realized that maybe it was actually him that was 
the problem and not any of them. Maybe he really was, just a worthless piece of shit. But God, 
right now he would take just about anybody. If they could only for a moment make all this 
horrible loneliness go away. 

He sighed sadly underneath the warm water spraying out all over his cold body. 

He looked down at the horrible wound he had on his inner thigh. As always it was all purple and 
nasty looking. Unlike the others he had, this one had been there since he was a young boy. But 
he never got used to looking at the awful thing. 

Yep, he was good at pushing it all backdown. 


Shoving the loneliness and pain as far away as he possibly could. 


He knew he couldn’t take just any woman. That it had to be the right one. So why had he dream 
of that beautiful woman’s kiss last night? 


Why did he love her so much too? 


Jesus, all such things ever did... was made him horribly sad. And even more alone, than he 
already was. 


The problem with a sleeping dream was one thing. But the bigger problem of waking up into this 
lonely reality was quite another. 


He had never been very good at logically planned relationships. And what few he had tried to 
have after she had been killed were disastrous. Like the one, with the tender-hearted woman he 
had liked, only because she was available. He had really tried with her. But he had just ended up 
only hurting himself. And then hurting someone else in the whole ill-acted-out process too. 

He ran the warm water through his white 50-year-old gray... 

God damn it! He was crying again. 

She had said. 

So, you don’t love me? 

He had replied back. 

Ido love you. 

She pleaded. 


Why, can’t we stay together then? 
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He looked at her nervously. 

Because I’m not really giving you, what you need. 
But David...I need you. 

I know you do. 

She looked up at him. 

So, what are you saying then? 

David looked at her sadly. 

That I can’t be there for you. 

She was on the verge of tears. 

So, what does that mean? 

He could not look directly at her. 

That I’m always your friend. But that I can’t love you that way anymore. 
What way?! 

He looked at her nervously, J don’t know. 

You don’t know what, David? 

He ran his big hands, through his hair stressfully. 
Look. I’m not saying the right words here. 

Okay then. Just look at me and tell me...that you love me. 
I can't. 

You can’t love me anymore? 

That’s right. 

Fuck you, David! That really hurts! 


Look, Lisa, I’m terribly sorry for all this. 
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The tears were streaming down her face. 


So...I was just someone to keep you warm at night? And then to fuck whenever you had the 
time? 


No. You were my friend. 

I was just your...friend? 

He stumbled through his words. 

No, I mean, that I loved you. 

Loved...me? 

She had wiped the tears back. 

So, what about loving me...right now? 

He just looked at her sadly and said nothing. 
Well, David? 

I can’t be there. Okay Lisa? 

So, is it that stupid, goddamn war again? 
He looked at her sadly. 

No. 

Is it that dead girl, back in college? 

He looked away again. 

No. 

Look, David, I gave you my whole goddamn life. 
He looked down at the floor. 

I’m sorry. 

Your sorry? 


He nodded his head. 
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She was shaking now almost uncontrollably. 

So that’s all you can say after all these months? Is... I’m sorry! 

He just stood there in the silence and watched her trembling in the heartbreaking silence. 
Oh god! Fuck you, David! For being so goddamn cruel! 


Then she covered her face and started quietly crying. And that was the part he hated the most, 
watching her fall to pieces, in front of him. 


He reached out to give her a hug. But she had pushed him away. 


Don’t touch me, you piece of shit! 


And then she went into the bedroom and ripped everything out of the dresser drawers and closet. 
Throwing everything into her big Samsonite airport suitcase. 


And then she had run out of the bedroom, past him, to the front door... 
Opened it. 

Walked out... 

and then slammed it shut, as hard as she could. 


He had stood there in the numb silence with the tears pouring down, shaking badly. And then 
only 2 minutes later, he had heard her fast, footsteps coming back up the sidewalk. 


Then the turning of the doorknob. 

And her throwing the door wide open. 

Walking across the living room floor where he was standing... 

And then she had reached up... 

and slapped him in the face, as hard as she could. 

I hate you! Don’t ever call or talk to me again! 

And then she stormed back across the old wooden floors and back out the door, slamming it shut. 
Crying uncontrollably as she walked back down the sidewalk. Stopping just enough to get her 


composure, so she could yell out in the yard...at the top of her lungs. So, everyone in the entire 
neighborhood could hear it. 
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Fuck you, David! Go to hell! You are great big tall, 
selfish son of a bitch! 


And then, seconds later her door had slammed, with the tires squealing out of the driveway, and 
the big roaring engine of her truck, going down the road. 


Until she was Gone. gone. gone... 

Then, how all 6 foot five and 220 pounds of him, had crumpled to the floor. Where he had lain 
for hours, and for days it seemed. And all he did was cry then. And he knew he had loved her 
too. But not the way he really should have loved her. And now he was more messed up than 


before he had ever met her. 


Her phone had rung over and over. Night after night. But she had never answered or come back 
for him again. 


And now he was done with all of it. 
No more relationships. 


He would remain fully goddamn single until he was an old fucking man in the nursing home. 
With no brains or needs for anyone, or anything. 
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: Morning Time 


Suddenly he was conscious of another sound, one that had nothing to do with the water coming 
out of the showerhead. 


Roo! Roooooo! Rooof! 


And David knew exactly why Little Brother was barking like that too... 


It was that big, stupid, awful black tomcat again. That goddamn Mancat out there! The porn kitty 
from hell. The tricky feline from 5" and Green Street. The naughty Tomcat that had broken 
every cat woman’s heart in the entire neighborhood. Yes. King Black Kitty! The royal lover. That 
had at least 100 illegitimate kitty kids running around the neighborhood at any given time of the 
year. And after his all-night adventures. That stupid cat always seemed find the time to 
somehow come prancing down the street... and jump effortlessly over the white wooden fence. 
Landing in David’s yard, perfectly on his feet like some little, hairy Batman. 
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And then sit there on the overgrown crabgrass lawn. And sit the and stare at the window. And 
why? Well, so he could once again remind that crazy jumping dog in the window of the old 
house. That he, the King of All Cats still owned this front yard too. Like all the other ones on the 
street. Something, that Little Brother refused to accept on any terms whatsoever. 


The barking was getting louder and louder through the last drops of warm water. 


Roo! Roooooo! Rooof! 


Jesus! 
David turned off the water and jumped out of the shower. And threw the bathroom door open... 
The dog suddenly stopped barking. 


David stood there completely wet and naked. The snow that was coming down outside the big 
living-room windows. Just like...yes, just like, cats and dogs. 
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Goddamn it, Little Brother!!! No more of that loud barking! Do you hear me!? You’re going to 
wake up every goddamn person in this entire neighborhood! 


The dog turned slowly around...and just stared at David... 

Silently and defiantly. Raised his canine eyebrows up. And then slowly jumped off the old sofa. 
And pitter, pattered his four paws, across the hardwood floors. Until... he pushed the bedroom 
door open with his head. And then jumped up on David's bed. And laid there, waiting. ..but not 
for David. But for the cat. And for David to leave. 


He pointed his big, long finger at the dog on the bed. And then pointed back to the sofa out in the 
living room. 


And don’t you hop back up there and start barking again either! 

Just then the red bird came out of her little open door on the wall, calling out. 
Cuckoo!!!Cuckoo!!! 

5 times in a row went all the Cuckoos. 

Great, it’s already 7 AM! Or something like that anyway. 


I need to get a new clock; he said as he closed the bathroom door and then turned the water back 
on and hopped in...the still slightly warm shower. 


God, he thought. Just like his crazy dog, that little red, cuckoo clock up on the wall certainly had 
a mind of her own. And rarely did she ever give out the right time. That old German clock was 
an enigma in space and time. That he often heard, not only in his house. But in his dreams as 
well. A sort of quantum clock that wanted nothing at all to do with Newtonian time. 


He had tried buying other clocks. Even got a cool, rare electric Kat Clock, with eyes that went 
back and forth. And it had cost him 500 dollars too. But like all the other clocks he had bought. It 
broke as well. And in the end...it was only the old Cuckoo clock that kept on with her crazy 
ticking. So, it was a good thing he had a cellphone with the “right” time on it. And at least that 
wasn’t broken, not yet anyway. 


Once he had a dream that a beautiful, naked woman was in bed with him. And he absolutely had 
no idea who she was, or how she had gotten there. 


He demanded. 
Who are you? 


She smiled back at him. 
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Why, I am your cuckoo clock! 

You are?! 

Yes, I am. 

Here, Mr. Burkhart, I want you to take a look at my ticker! 

She threw the covers and sheets back and revealed an amazingly beautiful and fully naked body. 
And below her two sublime breasts was a strange tattoo of a big ornate, German cuckoo clock. 
One that ran all the way down to the little, bright red, tuft of soft, teddy bear hair between her 
legs. 

She smiled at him. 

So, do you know what time it is my dear? 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

I dunno. I give it up. 

Why it’s morning time! 

So? 

So, that means I have to ring your bell. 


Huh? 


She smiled...reached over and put her beautiful, trimmed nails on his chest. And tapped gently 
like a clock. 


Look, Mr. Burkhart, it’s my job, to make sure you are fully awake. So, you can go to work ready 
to meet your day. 


David rolled over to the far side of the bed. 

What is that supposed to mean? 

It means, my dear... I get to do all kinds of fun and nice things for you. 
He looked at her nervously. 

Like what kind of things? 


She smiled at him. 
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Here, let me show you. 


And then she went underneath all the covers. And did all kinds of things to him until he thought 
he might go crazy. 


Finally, after several minutes she threw the blankets back and looked up at him and smiled. 
That was fun! 

Okay, Mr. Burkhart, now it’s your turn. 

David stared nervously at her. 

To do what? 

You know what. 

He bit his lip. 

Look, I’m going to be really late for work. I better get dressed and go. 
She smiled. 

Not before, you make violent love to me. 

What?! 

You heard me. 


So, he did as she asked. And then somewhere in the middle of the whole thing, she started 
complaining. 


You're not doing it right! 

He looked down at her, all out of breath. 
Yes, I am doing it right! 

No, you’re not! 

She narrowed the eyes in her flushed face. 
I want an exact signature of 4/4 time here. 


Just like this! 
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And then she had slapped his nude ass to the exact rhythm and pace she wanted him to perform 
at. 


Got it!? 
Yes, He said, breathing harder. J think I got it. 


And then each time as she neared orgasm, she would sing out loudly, 


It’s 6:00 O'clock. Nup! Nup! The sun is coming up! It’s 6:00 O’clock. Nup! Nup! 
The sun is coming up! 


Finally, he blurted out...all out of breath, 

It’s not 6:00! It’s 9:00! 

Her head and closed eyes were rhythmically moving back and forth on the big pillow. 
She opened her eyes. 

Big deal! What’s 2 hours?! Just do it harder now!!! 
David took a deep breath and said. 

Come on! I’m really late for work! 

Okay then, Mr. Burkhart, just go a lot faster! 

But you said? 

Shut up! And just go faster! 

He complied. 


It went on and on, for what seemed like an endless number of hours. And through it all, she kept 
moving her head back and forth and making weird ticking sounds. 


Then suddenly she pulled him hard against her and whispered out. 
Oh, my god! It’s almost time!!! 
In complete exhaustion, he blurted out... 


Time for what?! 
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She screamed out in ecstasy. 


TIME FOR... 
Cuckoo!!!Cuckoo!!! Cuckoo!!! Cuckoo!!! 


It had certainly been a weird dream. Not only because his clock had been a beautiful and crazed 
red-haired woman, that he had to make love to. But because in waking life no matter how much 
he fixed the hands or pulled the chains on the real Cuckoo clock, that it was always, yes always 
at least 2 hours or more behind. 


He pulled his badly worn underwear up his long, cold legs and onto his thin waist. Then reached 
over to the hanger on the back of the door and pulled his old bathrobe off and put it on. 


And then walked out of the bathroom and looked up on the wall. 

It suddenly clicked loudly...but no cuckoo sound came out this time. 

5:30 AM. 

Which actually meant that it was... 

7:30? Or something like that. 

Meaning he had an hour or so before he had to be at work. 

He went over to the coffee pot in the kitchen while scratching his ass (under the robe) and poured 
the steaming dark liquid out into his Hopi clouds and smiling Dawa cup. He liked the stuff, 


straight black and very hot. And never with any sugar. 


He sipped the divine drink of African origins... feeling it give him an immediate kick of 
alertness. 


Then carefully walked across the cold, hardwood floors to his little desk and sit the hot cup 
down. And grabbed the old book that was laying there and started reading... 


“Leaving behind the terrible forest, the dense woodland, and the other places, thanks to sweet 
sleep that had bathed my tired and prostrate members. I now found myself in a much more 
agreeable region.” 


He was careful not to sit his bare ass on the cold wood of the chair. Once he took his seat there, 
He looked over and noticed that Little Brother was at his silver water bowl getting his morning 
drink, much cooler of course than David’s hot drink, but every bit as delightful. 


He looked back down at the words... 
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I am in the perpetual presence of a sweet fire which consumes me without bodily harm, 
emanating from that demigoddess whose abundant black hair which to me is a knotted noose 
made to stretch around my heart... 


David felt him staring and looked up from the book. 
Hey, buddy...how’s it going? 


Little Brother’s stumpy tail spun around and around, as he walked over, and then promptly laid 
right down by David’s bare feet. 


He was nice and warm. 


David took a few more drinks. And then sat the sunshine cup back down. Letting it steam in the 
cool, blue morning air. It was still snowing outside. 


He looked back down and started to read... 


As I placed my hand in hers, I felt grasped between warm snow and solid milk, and it seemed to 
me slightly-no, altogether-as though I were touching and holding something beyond the human 
condition. 


He looked at the 1499 woodcut that was sitting just above the words in the book. It was a picture 
of the author and his lover walking through a beautiful garden, holding hands. Her hands were 
very odd, almost like fish fins. Her dress seemed made of some kind of see-through silk. 


He closed the book and took a long sip of coffee. And then looked up at the clock on the wall. 
Work, he sighed. 


Ts that all he ever did? God, it sure seemed like it was. 


Pack up your troubles in your old kit-bag, 
And smile, smile, smile, 

While you’ve a lucifer to light your fag, 
Smile, boys, that’s the style. 

What’s the use of worrying? 

It never was worthwhile, so 

Pack up your troubles in your old kit-bag, 
And smile, smile, smile. 


Yep, over and over, again and again. In the door and out the door. Clock in and clock out. And 
then the next day it was right back to the museum again, and that dreaded old painting. That 
piece of art with all the painfully slow steps involved in restoring it. Restoring, the 1867 
masterpiece of the Grand Canyon, or whatever the fuck it was. And then his work buddy, Max 
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was of course always there to help him do the job. Max with his big magnifying glasses on, 
making sure every single detail they did was just right. 


Hey, you missed a spot! 

David smiled. 

Fuck you, Picasso. 

Max looked over at him. 

No. You need not do the modern art technique here. 


David looked at the expansive masterpiece of the 1867 Grand Canyon. Looking at it as he had 
been looking at it all day long. All year long. 


Yep, the fucking, Hudson River School of Romantics. Right? 
That’s right! Laughed Max. 
She makes me do it. And I don’t even like her. 


David looked up from the painting again only to find Max’s huge blinking eyes looking out of 
the thick, warped glasses directly at him. 


Then why do you sleep with her so much? 

Because I need this job and the money. 

Well, I have this job too and I don’t have to sleep with her. 

Max looked back down at the painting and started working again. 

Yeah, but if you remember right, that’s how I got this job in the first place. 
Do you mean when you met her in the bar? 

Yes. 

How did that go again? I conveniently forgot. 

We met downtown at Joe’s Starship Bar. 

Oh yeah, that’s right. Then what happened? 


I told her I was new in town and looking for a job. 
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Then she got me drunk and took me to her house. 

David smiled. 

And? 

And... It’s been me fucking her whenever and however she demands me to. 
And you don’t enjoy that? 

Not anymore. 

Unless you’re drunk? 

Yeah, unless I’m really drunk. Or as is the case under threat. 


David thought back to a year ago when she had called him up to her office... 


She had been sitting there at the big desk in the little upstairs room at the top of the museum. An 
extremely attractive woman with an insatiable appetite for men, most of which turned out to be 
her employees. And being the director of the entire museum, she was able to pick and choose 
whoever she wanted to conquer next. It didn’t matter if they were married or not. Gay or straight. 
She went after them. And after they were used up, they either ran away or got fired. And the few 
that managed to stay on at the museum limped around like old war vets trying to avoid the 
battleground of her warped desires. Even some, got to roll her over on the carpeted floors behind 
her big desk during work hours and enjoy, or as was the case, not enjoy their unplanned work 
bonuses. 


She looked up from her paperwork. 
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Have a seat, David. 

He sat his big frame down in the little chair in front of her desk. He noticed her shirt was 
unbuttoned further than normal, showing the deep cleavage of her big breasts. He was pretty sure 
she wasn’t even wearing a bra too. He looked away. 

She took her glasses off and smiled. 

I want to commend you on the restoration work you have been doing for the museum. 

He smiled back politely. 


Thank you. 


She reached into the drawer behind her desk and took out some lip gloss and carefully rolled it 
on until her lips were wet and moist. 


Hey, I was wondering if you could come over to my house this weekend. Maybe in the evening 
time and look at a few old paintings I have there. I could even fix a meal for you too. 


It came quickly to him, as he spoke. 

I wish I could. But my mother is over for the next week. 
She looked up at him and smiled. 

That’s a lie, isn’t it? 

He moved around nervously. 

No, it’s true. 

Oh, is it now? Seems you're always a bit too busy to me. 
Well, I have a lot of restoration work to do. 

At home too? 

Well, no, not as much there. 

But you have your mother now to take care of, right? 
That’s right. 


So, David, do you really like me or not? 
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He looked at her. Undoubtedly, she was beautiful. Beyond that. She was nothing but trouble. 
He smiled politely. 

Well, you’re a great boss! 

She reached out and placed her small, well-crafted hand on his much bigger one. 

I happen to know you find me very attractive. 

He was getting a bit scared now. 

Well, you’re certainly a great director, he said, biting down on his lip nervously. 


Look, David, can we just forget the work thing for a while? And maybe just have a nice meal 
together one of these nights at my house and enjoy each other’s company. 


He panicked. 
Well, my mom has everything planned out for the next 3 weeks. 
She smiled. 


That’s okay. In 4 weeks, it’s better for me anyway. 
So, dinner at my house in 4 weeks then. Let’s say Friday night at 8. 


God, she was smooth as the best or as was the case the worst car salesman of the year. 
Only he didn’t need any of her used cars. 

He quickly replied back. 

But I'll be out of town at Hopi. 


She pulled her hand back slowly... with a soft touch that went all the way down to the end of his 
big fingertips and then smiled sarcastically. 


So, you’re going to be out of town huh? 
Yeah, pretty much. 
David, do you have a girlfriend? 


He lied. 
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Yes. 

Does she like your mother staying over? 

Yeah. They get along great. 

She got a bit closer. He tried not to look down her shirt. 

Do you ever get them mixed up? 

What do you mean? 

She smiled up at him seductively, as she slowly licked her beautiful, full lips. 


Oh. Nothing. But a lot of men I know like me to play their mother for them. And I’m perfectly 
willing to do so. 


Nice, he said as he stood up nervously. 
Well, thank you David for being such...“a hard” worker for the museum. 


He didn’t like her emphasis on the word hard and especially the way she licked her lips when she 
said it. 


Here, she handed him a small box of Swiss chocolates. 
One of the museum’s donors left these. Please take them home with you tonight and enjoy them. 
Thank you, he said. 


She stood up from her desk looking at him seductively, as she took his free hand and gently 
shook it. 


He thought, God, it seems more like a well-crafted embrace than ever a professional handshake. 
She patted the box of chocolates in his other hand. 


Well, David, you never know how “something” tastes until you try it. Then once you do try it and 
find out you like it, then you can’t stop eating it. 


Later, he had been forced to be blunt with her because she kept on with the blanketed offers. 
And finally, one day he told her up in the office, outright, that he was only interested in doing his 
job and nothing else. He knew it made her mad too. But it had helped set a well-needed hardline 
of professionalism between them. Then she became detached and a dreaded boss that forcefully 
demanded that all the museum goals in his restored painting department be met 3 months early 
that year...or else. 
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He thought, Or else, what? 


He knew exactly what, to leave and get another job. But being an artist wasn’t the easiest kind of 
job to find in the little town where he lived. So, he complied with the museum goals, but not the 
sex she wanted. He had loved the old museum director before her, but the old man had retired 
early. And then came along this new one. And she was as high pressure and beautiful as you 
could get. At least now he was far away from her, clear at the back of the museum in this, old 
forgotten room, way down in the basement. 


Besides, Max took up all her time now. Or did he? 


What if she gets pregnant Max? 
He kept painting without looking up. 


Oh, she would love that, then I’d have to be her slave twenty-four 7. 


Pack up your troubles in your old kit-bag, 
And smile, smile, smile, 

While you’ve a lucifer to light your fag, 
Smile, boys, that’s the style. 

What’s the use of worrying? 

It never was worthwhile, so 

Pack up your troubles in your old kit-bag, 
And smile, smile, smile. 
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The clock made its six cuckoos in a row. That meant of course it was 8:00 straight up...or 
something like that. 


He sighed. 

Work. I better hurry up or I will be late again. 

He finished unwrapping the paper from the little white square and then dropped it into the old 
mug, adding hot water from the sink into it. Stirred it up with the old brush until it was all 
lathered up. He bent his tall body down and looked in the mirror as he quickly applied the thick 
white shaving cream to his neck. Then skillfully took out the old straight-edge razor and started 
to shave away the month’s growth. 

Ow! The blade was horribly dull. 


Fuck it! lIl do it tomorrow. 


By the time he dressed and stuffed his half, sad breakfast into his mouth. It was almost 8:30 AM 
by the cellphone. He threw the usual food in the big red dog bowl... 


Little Brother jumped off the bed and came back over. Pitter pattering. With his 70 pounds. Pitter 
pattering, across the wood floor, he went towards his best friend. Then stopped and wagged his 


stumpy, propeller tail, and looked up at David. 


He stroked the dog's pointed ears gently and smiled. 
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Now, leave that damn cat alone and try and be good. Alright? I'll be back soon. 


Little Brother gave him the suspicious eye. And then went over and laid on his favorite Navajo 
rug. 


David grabbed his red backpack, with the extra sweater and the Tupperware box full of left-over 
pizza. Found just enough room to shove in the big George Tooker’s art book and zip it up. 


And out the front door, he went into a windy cold morning with a slam and the turn of the key... 


And then down the sidewalk, out the gate, and past his old, parked truck. And then down the 
long street through all the big, Charlie Brown snowflakes that were falling through the cold, blue 
morning air. His long legs stretched out at an amazing pace. He had exactly 5 minutes to catch 
the Highway 66 bus. And just enough time to look back and see Little Brother standing there in 
the window at a distance now...watching him, leave. Watching him say goodbye. He knew the 
dog did not like being all alone by himself in the house. No matter how many times he had to do 
it. Having to be the lone guard, awaiting his best friend's return. That was Little Brother devoted 
to the core of his pack of two. Night and day, devoted to David Burkhart. And truth be told, 
David was completely devoted to the dog too. Through life and death, that canine psychopomp, 
who was always between worlds and time. Between, dreams or no dreams, Little Brother was 
always there, wagging his stubby tail and waiting for his best friend to come home. 
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t David Meets Sarah 


It was a steady, but slow stream of traffic, as he waited by the side of old Highway 66. 


The snow was now coming down in smaller flakes, as his breath steamed up the air with little 
white clouds of hope. However warm those little clouds were, they somehow quickly turned into 
the frost and the empty spaces of modern time. Of clocks and the endless stream of slow but 
busy traffic. And not one of those cars was his. 


In the future, it would all turn into trains. Light rails systems. Underground subways. When 
Flagstaff's sixty thousand would become a hundred thousand and then a million. And a million 
becoming many more times than that. 


“Growth for the sake of growth is the ideology of a cancer cell.' 


He ducked his head down. And stepped up into the big blue bus. Took a quick look out the wide 
windshield, and noticed all the snowy traffic, that was moving along the highway. 
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David on the city bus 


He then showed his pass to the seasoned driver in his little compartment. The man had on his 
usual official TWA flight hat and city blue uniform, with the Walmart leather, racing gloves, the 
man who was impatiently gripping the huge steering wheel of the bus. 


He nodded up to David, and then without warning suddenly hit the gas, as they all shot forward 
into the busy stream of traffic. David barely had enough time to catch the rail support above his 
head. 

After he got his balance back, he carefully shuffled his big, six foot five self-down the long 
narrow aisle of the bus. As the city flowed by in the forgotten windows and lost time of early 
winter dreams. 

It was surprisingly empty on the bus. And what few people that were there, none of them were 
talking. They were all restless zombies. Half-awake, half-asleep human robots staring down at 


their cell phones, as they sleepily nodded off into the early morning oblivion. 


He sat his big bulk down in the far backseat and took in the appreciated solitude. He took his 
cellphone out and gazed at the time. 


It read: 
7:30 AM. 


What? 
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Huh? 

How could it be that time? 

He noticed that it was now, barely light outside. 

Damn, his clocks! 

Time seemed perpetually out of whack with him lately. 
He smiled. 

Oh, well. 


About three intersections down, all that rare morning peacefulness went out the door. As a big, 
drunk, loudmouth cowboy stumbled on the bus and then staggered down the aisle. Blowing his 
awful dragon fire, bar-stool breath all over the half-conscious riders. 


David could see the bus driver, in his huge mirror, eying the big, fat cowboy. 


All the lone riders, including David, were thankful when the western wino finally shut up, and 
drifted off into a drunken stupor of sleep, in what was now, his badly sagging seat. God, he must 
weigh at least 300 pounds or more. And almost all of it, was in his 9-months pregnant, wine- 
filled belly. 


David yawned and stretched his long legs and heavy snow boots out into the bus aisle. 
His eyes drifted over towards the big windshield window at the front of the bus. 


The snow was coming down hard out there now. He could see just a few red taillights glowing 
through the growing blizzard. Their big exhaust pipe clouds speaking of time passing. Of the 
beautiful winters on Flagstaff's most famous road. Or as is the case, its most infamous pathway 
to Bum heaven. But as it was, according to all the cheapest videos on YouTube. Old Highway 66 
was mostly famous, because it led everywhere else, including to the beautiful Grand Canyon. 
But first and foremost was downtown historical Flagstaff. 


Yes, a nice part of the city, with more than a few hidden infamous drunks. Laying in the dirty 
alleyways, waiting for another good hand out from all the unsuspecting tourists arriving in town, 
to “get away from it all”. Testifying to all the hidden bars and cheap motels that lined the 
highway, all the way down the street into its vanishing point, thus the town’s most infamous part 
came to be known as... 


I 


“Sixty-six ways to get drunk and stay that way for as long as you can. ”. 
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That is until the Flagstaff police came along and whopped you on the head. With their big, long 
nightstick and shiny important badges. And then put you in the can, where you could sleep it all 
off. With a big bump on your head and a few good meals to boot. 

Several seats down the long bus aisle, was a young college student, with a pull-down wool cap 
over his eyes. Added to that, was his old blue, long wool coat that went all the way down to his 
wet, high-top tennis shoes. His feet were tapping softly against a big worn out, stuffed backpack 
with broken zippers. 

The young man had on a half-smiling face, that was looking down into his hands at the bright 
blue, digital screen of his little device. David couldn’t see them, but he knew the kid had hidden 
earphones plugged into his head somewhere. 


As the bus hit a big bump, no one noticed that the now slumped, getting more slumpier, drunk 
cowboy was now almost laying on the floor. 


Oh well... 

Then there was the same everyday woman in the 5th seat over by the 4th window. 

The old Picasso lady with far too many shopping bags. 

She was sweating profusely with at least three nineteen seventies wool coats on. And 2 
oversized, big furry gloves. Gloves, that were busy further smearing the bright red lipstick on her 
bright red face. 

She smiled at him and winked. 

He nodded back at her. 


The red lipstick was on her teeth too. What few teeth she had left anyway. 


Yuck! David grimaced a bit. Then there was her neon, bright scarf, a big cheap, anaconda, 
Amazon warmer thing, slowly wrapping itself around her neck. 


Then, as usual, her skintight, bright orange, double knit pants stretched to capacity by 
exceptionally large legs. Big happy legs that ran down into 2 big, furry-lined Santa Claus boots. 


Well, that was enough of her. 
Then 3 seats up, there was the lonely teenager, underneath the oversized Denny's cafe uniform 
and cap. Her young, pretty face somehow pulled down by an intense gravity, that should have 


belonged more to an overworked 50-year-old woman, than to someone who was barely 19 or 20. 


It was not right that all her hopes and dreams were already gone at such a young age. David 
thought she had been crying too. But he was not sure. 
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God. She looked so hopeless and tired. 


Then he looked over 7 seats to his left, at the tough guy, in the very, very back seat against the 
window. Every city bus had one. This one, had cheap prison tattoos, running up and down his 
big, hairy neck. A strong, crude neck coming out of an old 1990s Army jacket, with a chiseled 
face and fierce eyes that said boldly, look at me wrong and there will be a fight. 


He noticed that the prison man was ever so preoccupied with the thin, little Denny's girl. Too 
occupied. 


Sarah on the morning bus 
David moved his feet and stretched his long arms out. He was a good 6 inches taller than anyone 
else on the bus. Then his beautiful mirror eyes shifted from one fellow rider to the other. All 5 of 
them. 

No six. 


Wait. 


There was a number 7? 
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Yes. And she was looking out the fogged up, side window. She had a slender, dark blue Navy, 
Peacoat on. A real one too. Thin legs in faded jeans that went down into beautiful winter boots. 
And then a pushed-back, dark, wool cap just over the top of her black hair, with the long bangs 
hanging out almost to her chin. She kept unconsciously pushing the long hair back behind her 
little ears. She looked towards the back of the bus and then down again. 


God! Her eyes flashed unconsciously like a bright beacon. 
There was something, highly unusual about that woman. 


How had he not noticed her until now? Something seemed remotely familiar about her too. Then 
suddenly she knew that he was looking at her. She looked up and smiled slightly at him. And 
then quickly looked back down. He marveled how her whole essence seemed somehow hidden 
from everybody else on the bus but him. She was obviously very unusual looking and most 
beautiful too! Almost, too beautiful. And yet no one on the bus, not even the prison man 4 seats 
down seemed to see her. 


She took her knitted gloves off. The sublime beautiful, trimmed nails with long white, fingers, 
moved quickly and thoughtfully as they touched the keys on her I-phone. 


The bus hit another bump. David looked over. The fat, drunk cowboy caught himself again from 
fully going off onto the floor. 


They slowed down for passengers at the Rose Motel. 
The drug house motel. 

The bad smells motel. 

The bed bug hotel. 


Then as always, that one doughnut shop cop in his car outside the main office. He seemed to be 
there 365 days a year. But not for the bedbugs, but for the drug deals. And David thought he 
might be sleeping with the motel manager as well. He had met her once while walking Little 
Brother down the sidewalk past the motel one evening. She was a real dragon lady too, with a 
body designed as a sideshow. She knew what to do with her stuff too. A few friends at work 
knew about her and her motel. Rumor had it that she ran a drug and prostitution business there. 
He got out of that motel as fast as could. Of course, Little Brother would have nothing to do with 
it, he liked the Dragon Lady and all her little snacks. On the other hand, David did not. So, they 
didn’t go by there too often anymore. 


Today he could barely see the Rose Motel through all the snow, as three loudmouth kids just out 
of high school piled in the bus door. 


Poured in the bus. 
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Stumbled onto the bus. 


Indefinitely, preoccupied with each other. They freely brought in all the winter cool outside air 
and bouncing energy with them. One of the wild boys almost sat down on top of the beautiful, 
shadowed woman. Bumping into her. 

And then saying loudly. 

Sorry, lady! 


She brushed her long bangs back and politely smiled at him. And then quickly looked back down 
at her phone. 


There was a sudden open space in the busy traffic on Highway 66, as the bus took off so fast, 
that David felt the butterflies in his tummy go into a 10g flight. 


As they rolled down the road, the three wild boys started laughing and throwing little spit wads 
of paper at each other. Well, they did liven up the early morning bus a bit. 


She was looking at him again. 

God, how could he feel so much from her, and with only a few glances too. 

He had often wondered how some people fall in love instantly. Now he suddenly knew why. 
And yet for some strange reason he knew such kinds of love were often held back... waiting for 
lifetimes to pass between the devil and the deep blue sea. And then the moment was gone, only 
to realize later on, that it might have all worked out if only the effort had been made. 

She looked up again and smiled. 

He smiled back at her. 

God, she made his poor heart ache horribly. Not only because he had been so lonely, for so very 
long. But because he knew that he liked her a lot and wished he did not. And then too, because 
he knew he would never see her again. 

Lifetimes passing between the devil and the deep blue sea 


So why couldn’t he just go over there and talk to her? 


He knew he could not. Not if he really liked her anyway. His natural shyness and his last few 
failed relationships were working hard against him. 


Suddenly he thought about Alexandria again, and all those tragic years ago, back in college. And 
then how the war, later on, had ruined him forever. 
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She was still looking at him. 
Le cœur a ses raisons que la raison ne connaît point 


He mustn’t fall in love with her, not even if he never saw her again. So, he hurried and thought 
of something else. 


Little Brother. 


He wondered if the dog was at home, barking at that big black cat again. Or just eating from his 
bowl and waiting. 


Waiting for David to come back home. 

Little Brother. One part of him was bred for herding and intense running. The other part was a 
wild coyote, born to wander the forest and deserts, filling the twilight with his wild songs and 
heart. Canines were never meant to be alone. The lone coyote was a myth and wise tell. But the 
lone human was not. So, we make dogs into people like us. But David had no choice, as he had 
to leave the dog there when he went to work. He had trained Little Brother in his contempt of 
loneliness to not chew up everything, including the house, while David was gone to work. That 
he would eventually be back home. Until then, the half heeler, half coyote would wait there for 
him, on the sofa, looking out the big window, staring endlessly at the yard. While longing, for 
the grand freedom to run and track in wilderness. 

David could not put him out in the yard. Because when he did, Little Brother jumped the fence 
and would be gone for hours in the close-by mountains. Or as was the case, suddenly show up at 
the museum on the doorsteps. 

After a 7-mile trip. 

Little Brother, outside the main doors of the museum. 

Waiting for David to bring him inside. 

The woman at the front desk would call him on the phone. 

Mr. Burkhart? 

Yeah? 


Your dog is here again. 


The jolt of the bus made him drop one of his gloves. He bent down from his seat and picked it up 
off the floor, and then sat back up and looked out his big, fogged-up window. 
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The snow was falling harder now, and more cars were driving bumper to bumper. All the 
automobiles were moving along carefully and slowly on the slick and hard-to-see roads. 


He was glad he took the bus. The bus could go through anything. And the driver was relaxed and 
happy. 


Yes, Joe Bus Driver was a man that knew his bus driving stuff. 

She was looking at him again. 

He could feel her deeply, and it was something he had not felt in a long time. A penetrating gaze 
that went deep down into his bones. Deep down into his heart. And it painfully cut, like a great 
big, cruel knife. 

She was looking hard at him, reading him like a book. He felt very naked. 

He looked back at her. 


She turned away quickly. 


He wished he had looked better, as he shoved his cap back on over the mess of his early morning 
hair. 


Damn! He had even forgotten to shave as well. 
The bus stopped by the mall. The Denny's girl got off reluctantly and quietly, along with the 
loud, three other nuclear reactor high school boys. All those teenage cells screaming with energy 


flying out into the snowy white morning. 


Only the Denny's girl was not nearly half as hopeful, as the other kids were. She had to go to 
work. David noticed that she might be pregnant too. 


His heart felt sick and sad. Too young. She was far too young, for the life she was going to have 
to live. 


As the cold, snowy day blew into the bus, 2 unknowns boarded through the doors. 
He noticed one of them was a giant of a man, that was even bigger than David was. 


Not only taller, but perhaps even stronger too. He had to have been at least six foot seven or 
more. 


And he looked rough, strong, and violent. 


Not the kind of person to be messing around with. And although there was nothing but empty 
seats for him to take. 
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The big man sat right down by the beautiful woman. 
Maybe it was someone she knew. 
Maybe, even her boyfriend. 


David threw another wintergreen Lifesavers into his mouth. Felt the fresh mint flavor bloom on 
the end of his tongue. 


He looked back down the aisle. 
It was almost comical, how little she was, compared to the much bigger man. 
She could have been a nice little girl with her big bad brother. 


One thing he knew for sure, was that he did not like the energy of that big man, sitting next to 
her, not at all. 


Even so, he could not keep his eyes off of her. 

His heart was feeling something extraordinarily strong and beautiful. 

He gazed at her tenderness and rare beauty. 

She scooted over two seats. 

And then, the big man did the same thing too. 

Suddenly the giant reached over and whispered something into the little woman's ear. 


Whatever it was, she did not like what he said, because she suddenly pulled away in shock and 
fear. 


And then got up to leave, but before she could, the big man reached out and grabbed her, and 
then effortlessly picked her up off the ground, and threw her back into the seat. 


David’s heartbeat kicked up a few notches in anger. He could see the woman was visibly 
frightened and upset. 


And then, the big man reached over and whispered something into her ear again. 
Even from where he was, David could see her sublime and beautiful face turn a deathly white. 
Before he could get up and help her. She suddenly stood up on her own, broke the man’s grip, 


and moved with a speed that surprised even him, as she shoved her phone into the knitted bag, 
and stumbled down the aisle. 
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Down the aisle towards David. 


And then, there she was... suddenly sitting right there in front of him. Her hands were shaking 
badly. She turned away and tried to look out the window behind her. 


He could see she was on the verge of crying, and that she wouldn’t look directly at him. 

He asked her. 

Hey, are you okay? 

She said nothing back to him. 

He looked back down the aisle. 

The big man was staring up at her. 

His eyes were as cold as death. And it was a look of power he had in them, and David knew that 
nothing or nobody was going to stop him either. There was something professional in his actions 
too, like he knew what he was doing. 

So, just what the hell was going on here? 

Were the man and the woman breaking up? 


Would he come up the aisle to retrieve her? 


If he did so, David sensed things might get nasty here, and very quickly too. Because he would 
stop that man. 


He looked over at her. He could sense the horrible, quiet panic in her awful silence. 


But despite all her emotion and fear, she was breathtakingly beautiful. Suddenly she turned and 
looked at him in silence. And it was a silence that made his heart ache badly. 


She was really scared. 
This time he waited for her to speak first. 


As the bus slowed down and made a stop at the downtown business district, she suddenly stood 
up and went to leave. 


Maybe it was none of his business, but he had to do something. 


So, he reached up from his seat and grabbed her gently. Her arms were small but strong for such 
a little woman. 
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He asked her over the roar of the bus engine. 

Are you okay!? 

She turned suddenly back towards him. 

Her big green eyes were full of tears. 

No, I’m not okay! 

Can you please help me? 

He noticed the big man up front was still staring coldly at her. 

She pulled away from David and with her eyes full of tears said. 

Oh. God. I better go! 

She moved so quickly down the aisle; he didn’t have time to properly think or react. 

He watched as everyone else on the bus instantly filed in behind her. It reminded him of being 
airborne in the Army, on the old C- one thirty airplanes. How a small, little group of paratroopers 
with static lines all hooked up. And then they would shuffle together down the aisle of the plane. 
And then out the open door they all went, into the big empty, blue sky. 

He always dreaded those 500-foot combat jumps. And how they would all be helplessly falling 
to the ground at 32 feet per second. Thank God, that the parachute opened, just before you hit the 
ground with all your gear, and the grand PLF fuck up. But as was the case, with some people, the 
parachute never did open up. 

Out the door, they went. 


And never came back, not alive anyway. 


David stood there and watched the big, long line of people in the aisle. She was so small 
compared to everyone else, that at first it was hard to find her in the big shuffle of people. 


Then, suddenly there she was right in the front of the line, with that big, awful giant standing 
right behind her. He towered over her like some horrible, shadowed Frankenstein monster. 


God, what the hell was going on here?! 
Were they two lovers in a fight or what?! 


Was he a cop? 
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A killer? 

What the hell was going on!!!? 

Fuck it! He said. 

And then he suddenly stood up. 

But before he could do anything, she was already out the bus door. 


David sat back down and quickly pushed away the fog and water droplets from the cold glass 
window of the bus...He looked outside into the snowing blizzard... 


Then there they were, the two dark silhouettes out there, fighting in the snow. The big man had 
grabbed her and was shouting something. 


Oh my god! David said as his breath steamed the bus window. 

Then she suddenly...pulled away from the huge man. He tried to reach out to grab her again... 
God, she could run fast! The big man tried his damnedest to catch up to her too. 

There was a lapse of a few seconds in which David couldn’t see anything... 

Then the bus doors, suddenly, opened back up again. He felt the cool winter wind come in the 
bus, as the little woman jumped back on board. She ran up the stairs and grabbed onto the long 
steel boarding pole by the driver, and just in time too, as the bus door slammed shut, right in the 
huge man’s face outside in the snow. 


BAM! BAM! BAM! 


The dark monster pounded out there in the snow, and pounded on the glass bus door violently, as 
the little woman stood there in sheer terror, fearfully clutching the big safety pole. 


He could hear the man shouting outside in the snowy wind. 
Open the Goddamn doors!!! 


But the bus driver would not open them. 


BAM! BAM! BAM! 


David thought the big man’s powerful blows were going to shatter the tempered glass of the 
closed-door... 


Then the bus driver suddenly shifted into drive, gave the bus gas... 
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The acceleration made everyone onboard fall backwards in their seats, as the bus pulled away. 
David turned quickly and looked out the rear window. 


He could see the big, dark man standing back there in the heavy falling snow. Shouting violently 
and pointing at the bus. 


David let out a long breath of relief as he watched the dark and raging, tall figure of the man, 
grow smaller and smaller...until the awful monster disappeared in the winter landscape of the 
cold white, highway, and sidewalks. 

David looked up to the front of the warm bus. 


The beautiful woman was clinging tightly to the long pole by the driver up there, trying to keep 
her balance as the big bus navigated through the busy city traffic. 


Her white face was flushed bright red now. She tried to speak over the roar of the bus engine. 
Thank you for opening the door!!! For taking off: I was so scared!!! 


As he turned the big steering wheel, the bus driver nodded his head and spoke back to her over 
the loud noise of the engine. 


I could see right off that he was a bad one! 

She nodded her head. 

The bus driver turned from the road and looked at her. 
Are you, okay Madame? 

She spoke. 

I don’t know 

Did you know the man? 

She answered back, 

No. 

Do you want me to call the police? 


Yes, please, call them she nodded. 
He then grabbed his mike and called radio dispatch. 
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This is driver 16. Route 66 at point 23b. Do you copy? 
The radio speaker above his head replied back. 
Go ahead driver 16. 


The bus driver looked at the woman, and then back to the busy road as he drove and spoke into 
the little handheld mike. 


Please, inform the police of an assault on my bus and a possible violent suspect at large. 
The radio said back. 

Location of the event? 

The bus driver passed a long line of slower traffic as he answered back, 

Point 22 c. 

Identification of suspect, please. 

The bus driver passed two slower cars and said. 


About six foot seven with black pants and a jacket. Big leather boots and a red NASCAR ball 
cap. 


Thank you, driver, 16. 


168 | Page 


: I'm Happy You Are Here with Me 


She took her wool cap off, revealing a beautiful dark head of hair, that she kept pushing back 
behind her sublime, little ears. Still, the hair kept falling over her eyes. Incredibly beautiful eyes, 
that were like big autumn moons. Deep, green pools of light tinged red with tears. 


Iam deeply sorry, she said, I never expected all this to happen. And now I will have to miss my 
appointment and my new job at the university. 


She turned her head away from him and started crying. 

David watched as the snow fell behind her head, out the fogged-up bus window, as the traffic 
slowly passed by one car at a time. She had a tenderness about her that was overwhelmingly 
beautiful and sad as she spoke. 

My phone, it’s gone. My bag too with all my money and identification. 

David smiled at her. 


Would you like to use my cellphone? 


Thank you she said, but I really don’t want to talk to anyone right now. At least, not when I am 
so upset. 


As the bus bumped along, David reached inside his red backpack and pushed aside all the doggie 
biscuits in there, grabbed a clean blue, folded bandanna, and handed it to her. 
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Oh. Thank you, she said as she wiped away her tears with it. 


Do you have a dog? 

He smiled at her in surprise. 

Yes, I do have a dog. How did you know? 
She smiled back. 

I can smell her on the bandana. 

David put his backpack back on the floor by his seat. 
He’s male, not female. 

She sniffed her tear-filled nose. 

Oh yes...him. 

So, what is your dog’s name? 

Little Brother. 

I like that name, she said. 


The bus passed by a long line of cars in the turning lane. 


=] 
Saas 
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She turned back toward him and wiped away more tears and sniffed her nose again. 
Is he? 

Is he what? 

Is he really your little brother? 

David laughed. 

Oh yes, he is every bit that. 

So, will you be able to get your belongings back? 


I don’t know, but I hope so. The bus driver said they would send someone to try and retrieve my 
stuff. If it's even back, there anymore. That man was so awful! I was so scared of him! 


She put the bandanna over her eyes and mouth and started crying again. 


David watched as the bus driving attendant came stumbling up the aisle, and then sit himself 
down in the empty seat beside her. 


Sarah? The man said. 

That is your name. Right? 

She wiped her tear-filled eyes and nose. 
Yes, that's my name, Sarah Winters. 


The man wrote her full name down, on the clipboard he had in his hands. And then looked up at 
her and said. 


I think, Mrs. Winters... 
She smiled sadly back at him. 
Actually, it is Miss, Winters. 


Right, he said. Well, Miss. Winters. I think they want to interview you at the main bus stop 
downtown. You will have to file an official complaint with them, as well. 


She wiped away more tears. 


With, them? 
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The man looked up from his clipboard. 

Yes, Miss Winters, with the police. They are already there waiting to ask you some questions. 
Sarah sniffed her nose and smiled the best she could. 

Thank you. 

He adjusted the paper on the clipboard. 

Did you know the man? 

No. I had never seen him before. 

He looked up at her. 

Do you think he would have hurt you? 

Sarah pushed her long hair back behind her ears. 

I don't know. He really scared me though, especially when he grabbed me so hard. 
He looked directly at her, 

Did he say anything to you? 

Yes. 

What did he say? 

He...he... 

Suddenly, Sarah broke down and started crying. 

The man looked at her kindly and waited. 

I’m so sorry, Miss Winters. 

It’s...it’s ... okay, she said as she quietly blew her tears into the blue bandana. 

He said horrible things to me. Awful things. I don't know why, I didn't even know him. 


Okay, ma'am. Well, the main stop is about a mile away now. And like I said, the police are 
waiting there for you. So, will you be okay until then? 


She wiped away more tears. 
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No. 

I mean, yes. 

The bus attendant looked over at David. 
Is this your friend here? 

No. 

I mean yes, she laughed sadly. 

I mean he is, now. 

I'll be okay. 

Good. Said the man as he got up from his seat and looked down. 
What is your name sir? 

David Burkhart. 

Age? 

50 years old. 

Do you live in Flagstaff? 

Yes, I do. 


Thank you, he said as he smiled and turned away. 


They both watched as the young attendant stumbled back down the aisle with his clipboard and 


paper. 


Sarah looked over at David. 


I'm really sorry about all this. I don't know why. But I guess I really trust you. 


David noticed her hands were still shaking badly as she refolded the bandanna to a dryer side. 


Sarah spoke softly. 
I wonder. . . 


He couldn’t quite hear her over the loud noise of the bus engine. 
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You wonder what? He said to her. 
She turned back towards him and raised her voice a little more. 
I wonder if... 


If you could...I mean if you would, get off the bus with me, while I talk to the police. I'd really 
like someone to be there with me. 


David thought about work. About his being late. And how his boss would not be surprised if he 
were anyway. As it went, it seemed he was late for work almost every day anyway. 


Let me see, he said as he reached down into his backpack. 


Sarah sniffed her nose and wiped some more tears away, turning to look out the bus window 
again, as a big moving van drove by on the street, that said, New York City Lines. 


She wished she had never come to Flagstaff now. 

If you can’t go with me, it’s okay. 

He looked up from his phone and nodded his head. 

I can go with you, Sarah. 

Are you sure? She said, as she watched a cute little, 1969 Volkswagen bug, go by out the 
window, with a tall, handsome man, driving it through all the snow. She smiled slightly as she 
read the worn-out sticker, on the back of the beetle’s snowy bumper: “My wife owns this car, so 
back off!”. 

David smiled at her. 


Yes. I am sure. 


And he knew he was sure too. No matter what. Because he could not, even bear the thought of 
never seeing her again. Even so, he took out his old cell phone, and texted work. 


Sarah watched his big fingers pushing the little keys. 
Thank you, David, for helping me. 
You could hear the little beep sounds of his typing. 


It red: 


I am involved in an emergency. 
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I will be at least an hour late. Will explain later. 

He pushed the send button on the phone as Sarah said. 
David, do you mind if I sit by you? 

He smiled at her. 

Please do! 


As she stood up from her seat, he noticed that she was still very shaky, so he reached out and 
took her small hand and helped her over the threshold. 


Thank you, she said, sitting down by him, and letting out a big sigh of relief. 

Is it okay now? 

I mean if I take your arm. I feel like I might start crying again. 

She sniffed her nose and laughed. 

Or worse, I'll just pass out, and fade away into oblivion. 

David smiled. 

Sure. Please do. 

She laughed quietly. 

So, you want me to pass out and fade away? 

No, I’m sorry. I meant, please, feel free to go ahead and take my arm. 

She tenderly put her little hand on him. And then started crying again, ever so softly. 

David resisted the urge to hug her. To really like her too much. Or at least take advantage of her, 
during such a difficult time. But as it was, he already knew for certain, that he liked her, and far 
too much. Way too much. 

How tall are you? 

A little over six foot five. 

Sarah smiled. 


I guess, I’m pretty little, compared to you. 
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Your perfect, said David. 

All 100 pounds and 5 feet tall of me? 

Yes. All 5 feet of you, he said with a gentle smile. 

The bus pulled off the main highway and went down a one-way street. 


Sarah watched the snow falling on the big lonely, bare cottonwoods that lined the sides of the 
road. 


I was on a trip back East, she said, and just flew into Phoenix this morning. Then took the shuttle 
back to Flagstaff: And for some reason, my friend never called or even showed up. I couldn't get 
a hold of her either. So, then I just decided to take the city bus. 


Do you have a car? 


Yeah. I do. But it’s an old blue 1990s Honda. So, I don’t drive it long distances anymore. I 
thought taking the bus would be a safe and good option. 


She put the bandana to her mouth and started crying again. 

Safe. So much for being safe. 

He put his big hand gently on her shoulder. 

Are you alright, Sarah? 

No. 

I mean, yes. 

She looked up and gave him a broken and sad smile. 

I'm glad you’re here with me David. 

They passed by a big vacant parking lot with one, single car, turning off its lights and parking. 


He hated being lonely. He thought to himself that he did not want to be anywhere else in the 
world right now. 


Except right here, with Sarah 
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: Police Work 


A few cars slowly drove by on the icy drag of Beaver Street. 

David and Sarah stepped off the bus, onto the new snow, of the freshly shoveled sidewalk. Two 
policewomen were standing there to greet them, with their steaming breath and official winter cop 
uniforms on. 

The taller cop was at least 6' feet tall. And looked capable of taking care of herself. The other cop was 
just a little taller than Sarah. And looked tribal Hopi and was beautiful by any standard. Both were 
dressed up in their dark winter police wear. 


Sarah put her knitted gloved hands to her wire-rim glasses and flicked off the falling snowflakes. 


She could feel the tears welling up again. She looked over at the two blue figures standing in the falling 
snow. She was greatly relieved to see that they were female cops and not male ones. 


They both reached out and shook her hand. 

You are, Miss. Sarah Winters? 

Yes. 

Do you have any identification? 

No. It's all back at the bus stop, where that man was. 


The policewoman looked up from her notebook. 
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Okay then, we will try to retrieve that for you. We got most of the information from the bus driver on 
our radio. 


The tall cop looked up at the even taller David, standing there in his big green army overcoat. 
Is this your boyfriend? 

Oh no. Sarah said with a slight laugh. 

Just a friend I met on the bus. And someone, I really need right now. 

Did he see what happened? 

Yes. 

He saw everything that happened on the bus? 

I'm not sure if he did. 

What about outside the bus? 

I don’t know. 


Sarah put the blue bandanna that David had given her, to her beautifully big, but well proportion nose. 
And blew a little bit. 


Her hands were still shaking badly. The white snow was falling on his tight-fitting stocking cap, as 
Sarah looked up at his surprisingly handsome face. 


The bigger cop talked. 

Your name sir? 

David Burkhart. 

Both policewomen eyed him with a bit of suspicion. 
Do you have identification sir? 

Yes. 


As he got the wallet out of his backpack, Sarah thought of how her own credit cards, cellphone, and 
driver's license were all gone now. 


Just below the edges of her blue stocking cap, she pushed the long, dark bangs back behind her ears, and 
looked back up at the towering, well-built figure of her new bus-made friend, named David. 
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The bigger cop pushed the dark sunglasses back up her slightly, crooked nose. 
So, do you live here in Flagstaff, Mr. Burkhart? 

Yes. 

How long? 

Almost 20 years. 

Do you ride the bus often? 

Yes. 


Just then a big, loud Ford pick-up truck went racing by on the snowy street. A redneck cowboy stuck his 
head out of the truck’s open window and whistled loudly. 


“Hey! Mrs. Policewoman! You sure got NICE TITS! And a huge ASS too!” 


The tall cop did not turn around but narrowed her eyes behind the dark sunglasses. David could see she 
was slightly irritated with the roadside comment. 


How long have you known Sarah here? 

He smiled. 

About an hour or so. 

Okay. I guess Miss. Winters had already said that. 
Did you see the guy that was bothering her? 

Yes. 


It looks like we will need to interview you as well. But first, we will get everything we need from Miss. 
Winters. 


Alright, he said, as he looked down at poor Sarah, with all the sadness swimming around in her deep, 
sea-green eyes. 


So how tall was he Miss. Winters? 
I guess, he was well over six feet tall. 


Taller than Mr. Burkhart here? 
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Yes. 

Ethnicity? 

White. 

What was he like? 

He was mean...Very mean! 

The policewoman looked up from her notebook again. 
Why do you say that he was mean, Miss Winters. 

Sarah swallowed hard and looked away. 

Well, he... 

Suddenly she started crying... 

David gently, placed his big hand on her shaking shoulders. 
Sarah got her composure back. And then spoke with a shaky voice 
He said, God awful things to me. 

Like what did he say, Miss. Winters? 

That he was... 

was... 

going to hurt me! 

And then... 

Sarah looked down at the ground and took a deep breath. 
And then what was he going to do Miss Winters? 

Sarah looked back up. 

That he was going to... 


Sarah’s warm breath drifted off into the cold air, as she unconsciously pushed back against David. 
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The tall cop said to her coldly. 

Yes? Miss Winters, what did he say then? 

Sarah barely spoke. 

Could you repeat that, Miss Winters? I could not hear you. 
Sarah was trembling terribly. 

Yes, Miss Winters? 

Sarah backed into David and tried to grab his hand. 


That... he was going to...going to take me to a hotel room and tie me up...and then rape me over and 
over... and after that, he was going to beat the shit out of me! 


And then... he was going to... 


CUT...MY HEAD OFF!!! 


As Sarah screamed out in terror, David barely had enough time to catch her before she fell to the 
ground. 
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Bluebird Mountain Brew 


It was a little coffee house full of people all at their own tables. Mostly local college students lost in the 
fashion scene of not knowing what to do with their young lives. But loving the high energy of their own 
beautiful faces and bodies. All of them smiling and loudly talking in the mountain cafe room ambiance. 


A few big classic framed photos hung up on the walls, each having a different scene of the same 
beautiful, big snowcapped peaked mountain. The same one, that was right outside the door on the 
horizon, dominating the background of the entire city. 


It was cozy and warm, the little place they had at the small wood table by the fireplace, and by the big, 
cafe window in the front of the store. 


The snow was coming down outside hard, when Sarah finally took her Navy peacoat and dark stocking 
cap off, revealing a beautiful blue wool shirt, with thin little red lines of hearts running through it. Hearts 
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that moved into a richly feminine body. She sat down, pushing back the graying, thick, black hair behind 
her two, soft little white ears. Tender ears with little teardrop, twinkling rings on each lobe. 


He took his big Army jacket off, and put it on the back of the chair, and then sat his big frame down. He 
was a tall and powerful man by any standard, yet somehow too, he had a pronounced gentleness and 
peacefulness about him. 

His fine athletic head, looked slowly around the café with a big white smile, that worked its way down 
to a long and powerful neck. He took off his tightly fitting stocking cap, which had now turned his wild, 
bus hair to a much older 1940s, slick back look. 

She liked the southwestern designs in his bright, red Pendleton wool sweater. Sarah gazed upward, 
hypnotically, into his two deep, watering mirror eyes. She liked those eyes a lot. And especially the 
crooked smile he was giving her. He did not even look 50 years old, not even his white hair did. 

Sorry, I ruined your day and made you miss your work. 

David smiled back at her. 

It’s okay, I'm glad I could help you. 

I really like this place, she said with a breath of relief, as she looked out of the big café window and 
watched a beat-up, old 1970s International truck drive by, outside in the snow, with an old Navajo 
cowboy, and his big wolfdog in it. 

That was quite a scare you had back there on the bus. 

Yes, she said as a horrible shiver went through her entire body. 

David, can we talk about something else? 

Sure, he smiled. 

His hands were bigger than the cup he was holding. He took a careful sip of the dark Peruvian coffee. 
Sarah's long, black bangs fell over her wire-frame glasses. She pushed the hair back behind her ears. 

It was hard for David to not get lost, in those unusually beautiful eyes. 

I never noticed those glasses before, until we got off the bus. 

Sarah smiled. 


That’s because I had them in my pocket. Luckily. 


I need them to read. 
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Do you mean to read things like this? 

He handed her a cute, little worn magazine. 

Hey, that’s my copy of Shoshana and Berko, Sarah said with a big smile. 
Where did you find it? 

David smiled back. 

You left it on the bus seat. 

Oh, your wonderful, she said. I could just kiss you for that. 

Well, I wouldn't mind it at all if you did, said David with a wink. 

Sarah smiled. 

I heard you tell the police that you have lived in Flagstaff for 20 years or so. 
Yes, I guess it has, been more or less 20 years here. 

That's a long time. 

It doesn't seem like it, he said with a crooked, intoxicating smile. 


She liked his beautiful teeth and big full lips. It suddenly flashed into her mind that she really wouldn’t 
mind kissing David at all. 


But the desire quickly faded, as she felt the dark fear of that awful man on the bus coming back into her 
mind again. She interrupted the thought quickly. 


So, David, where were you before Flagstaff? 
Well, I went to college in Utah. And then got into the Army. 
And before that? 


In Iowa for a while, then later in a little farming town in Northern Utah. And that’s pretty much where I 
grew up. 


She nodded, trying to shake the awful thoughts of that man on the bus. His stinking breath and horrid 
look. 


You are incredibly beautiful, said David. 
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Sarah blushed. 
Thank you. But I never think about myself being that way. 
David smiled. 
That your Beautiful? 
Yes, said Sarah. 
He took some white candies out of his bag and put them in his mouth. 
Well, it's quite true, he said. 
She smiled back, and looked out the big steamed up cafe window, with all the beautiful snow falling out there. 
Hey, David? 
Yes? 
Do you have any more of those breath mints? 
Do you mean Lifesavers? 
Sarah nodded. 
Sure, he said as he unrolled the silver wrapper and handed the top candy to her. 
She took the candy and put it in her mouth, but the sweetness quickly faded as she thought back darkly. 


Why, had all that happened? Why did that horrible person on the bus, try to hurt her? She wished she had never 
taken the bus. Fuck, it was all so awful. What if that man had her wallet now, and knew where she lived? 


Sarah? 

Sarah? 

David noticed her face was deathly white. 

Hey, are you okay? 

It was too late as she put her hands over her mouth and started crying again. 
David handed his napkin to her. 


Sarah crunched on the candy and laughed through the sobs. 
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Oh, thank you. But I still have the blue bandanna you gave me on the bus. You’ll never need to wash it 
again. Just let me keep it, and I'll run it through my laundromat of tears. 


David laughed and put the napkin back by his steaming coffee cup. 
Do you want to go home now? 

She blew her tears into the bandanna. 

Yes. 

I mean. No. 

I don’t... want to get on that bus again, not yet. 

She struggled to get her composure. 

Hey, could I have another one of those Lifesavers? 

David handed the little silver role to her. 

Sure, you can have the whole thing. 

She smiled and crunched away. 

Well, at least she had met David, on the bus too. 

I have been in Flagstaff for a couple of years now. 

David took his big hand and pushed his thick white head of hair back. 
Nice. So, do you like it here? 

I do, she said, wiping the tears away and trying to smile. 

Sarah, where was your home before here? 

I'm from upstate New York originally. 

Wow. That’s a beautiful place. 

Yeah. I miss it. 

She didn't want him to think that she was losing it. But she was. 


And then, Sarah started crying again. 
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He thought of what she had told the police, and what that man had said to her. It made a cold shiver run 
up his spine. Her hands were shaking badly, as she put the steaming coffee cup to her beautiful red 
mouth and took a sip. 

Too hot! She said as she set it back down. 

Mine too, he said. 

She wiped more of her tears away, so she could see David’s handsome face better. 

My mom and dad. I really miss them. 

So, Sarah, is it hard being away from home? 

Well, it hasn’t been until today. Until all that awful stuff happened to me on the bus. 

Yeah, a strange event, for sure. 

I don’t want to think about it, she smiled sadly. But it seems, I am anyway. 

So, Sarah, how many people are in your family? 

Just my parents and me. 

She tried another sip. 

Ow!!! Damn, this is still hot! 

David smiled. 

So, how does that hot coffee taste with the Lifesavers? 


Sarah sat the cup back down carefully. 


Well, it tastes, a bit strange, she laughed. But I guess someone like you just gets used to the taste of 
coffee and Lifesavers. 


David smiled. 
Yeah, sort of. 
She used the bandanna to wipe the drops of spilled coffee from the table. David noticed how exquisite 
her thin wrist looked, coming out of the cuff of her shirt. Her white hands. The thin little fingers, with 


the wonderful soft tips. The beautifully trimmed nails. 


She looked up. 
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God. She was beautiful. The way her sublime lips smiled so sadly. 
He took a long sip of coffee with the winter green Lifesavers rolling around in his mouth. 
So upstate New York, huh? 

She sniffled the tears back into her nose. 

Yes, I have spent most of my life there. 

So, that’s the place you call home, then? 

Yes. 

What city? 

Syracuse 

Your parents? 

Oh, they are both college professors. 


Wow. Nice, he said. 
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Sarah pushed her glasses back up the ridge of that divine nose. God, her hauntingly beautiful eyes, just 
kept taking his breath away. 


David, do you have a big family? 
Huh? 

She smiled, knowing he was as lost in looking at her, as much as she was in looking at him too. 
Do you have a family? 

Yeah, seven big. 

Sarah sipped her coffee, 

Sisters or brothers? 

Both. 

Wow! How many sisters? 

6 sisters, and one brother. 

Sarah took another sip of coffee. 
Nice. So, were you the firstborn? 
Yes, the oldest. 

Your Mother and father? 

Both my mother and father are dead. 
Sorry. 

David smiled, it's okay. 

My mom was a writer. 

My dad was an artist too. 

Really? 

Yep. 


And you're an artist as well. 
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He laughed. 

Yes, I am. But how did you know? 

Sarah smiled, well you have the look and feel of one. 

Ido? 

Yes. 

David? 

Yeah? 

Sarah put the Lifesavers back in her mouth and then put the silver foil in her pocket. 


Could I use your phone? Mine is lost back there, with all my other stuff. And who knows when the police 
will find it. 


He sat his coffee cup on the table and reached down into his backpack on the floor, past the same 2 
doggie treats, books, and uneaten lunch. 


Here you go. 

Sarah smiled and reached over and took his phone. 
Wow! This is pretty old. 

Yeah. 

I don't use phones much. 

Sarah smiled. 

It's cool. I like it. Thanks for letting me use it. 
David nodded. 

You're welcome, 

Would you excuse me for a moment? 

Sure. 


Sarah stood up and took a long sip of coffee as she loudly crunched down on the Lifesavers in her 
mouth. 
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I’m really starting to like these. 

The Life Savers with coffee? Said David 

Sarah smiled. 

Yes. And I’m starting to like you as well, Mr. Burkhart. 

He blushed, bright red and took another sip of hot coffee. 

Excuse me, I'm just going to step out now for a moment and make a call. 

Then, I'll be right back. 

David nodded his head. 

Okay. 

Even though she gave him a nice smile, he could tell she was still stressed out from the bus. 

As Sarah made her way through the café, of crowded college students, he noticed once again the 
beautiful and comely shape of her body. The sublime way her clothes fit on that little frame. The whole 
way she moved, seemed to just fill up his heart endlessly. David took a few more hot sips, sit the coffee 


cup back down on the table, and then reached for his bag underneath the chair. Unzipped it...and pulled 
out the big, volume of George Tooker’ s Art and opened it to page 88. 
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Night I 


Night I- in Egg tempera, on gesso panel, 1963: 


He saw something new every time he looked at this particular piece of art in the old book. It was a 
painting he had known since he was a boy when his mother had first taken him one autumn afternoon to 
the local art gallery in downtown Des Moines. He could remember it hanging up there on the big white 
wall with all the other paintings. But could no longer remember what any of the other pieces of art had 
been of. Only the Tooker painting had been vivid and powerful enough to make an impression that had 
lasted his entire life long, and that it had only increased in fascination for him over the years. And 
unlike the printed one in this book, the actual painting he saw as a boy, had been in bright and living 
colors, the kind of colors that had never stopped being so very, very real to him. He remembered how 
his young mother had been holding his little hand that day at the gallery. And that he had asked her why 
she was crying, and that she had told him because the painting was so beautiful and sad. 


The Tooker art was a sort of living picture that had forever haunted David through all the years. A 
painted vision full of a deep mystery that was as much a night dream, as it was a profound event in 
wakefulness. Everything in the strange world of that painting seemed to be hanging forever between his 


192 | Page 


life past and present. Between what was known as a child then and what remained fully alive in him as 
an adult now. 


He gazed at the beautiful woman in the picture. Let her once again invite him into her ghostlike world of 
being half awake and half asleep. Granting him the passage to that place between what is seen as the 
dream in a sleeping vision. And what suddenly manifested itself as being so very real and solid. She was 
the beautiful and haunted Madonna staring out from underneath the covers of her endlessly beautiful, 
cloud bed. With those piercing, dark eyes and that forever haunted ghost-white face. Her tender and 
sublime soul forever gazing out into the endless and deep night of eternity. Peaceful and brave in her 
deep contemplation, of knowing how much of life is this unreal dream of beautifully haunted and 
unbelievably strange events. As much as it was still a horribly, overly real situation, that often hurt and 
ached far, far too much, with all its harsh cuts and the profuse bleeding of sorrow going deeply, deeply 
down into the heart, soul, and bones. 


She was to him, that woman in the picture, a timeless Eve, looking back through ten thousand years of 
endless nighttime. Recalling each sublime and beautiful day spent in her lost home of Eden. And then all 
the children that came afterwards. Children coming and going out of her body and life. Like graceful, 
white and black swans struggling for flight in the dark, and stormy, landscapes, of all the forever 
nighttime skies. She had given each of them their precious and beautiful lives. And yet too she had given 
each of them their own kind of plague of hurtfulness based on loneliness and death. They were for her, 
those children, blazing beings of consciousness moving through the dark world of forgetfulness, towards 
the Promised Land of love and kindness. The Promised Land, with all its beautiful hellos. And then as it 
goes, with all its sad goodbyes too. The memory of her children, those endless immortal pieces of light 
given to the impossibility, and the possibility of their own time and place, however solid it seemed, 
seems. It too fades away into all the hungry darkness, fades away into the intense light of ten billion 
burning suns. Perhaps there are more hopeful worlds. But not yet, not now while this body walks itself 
so far away, so East of Eden as it goes. And after all, isn’t the true Eden all the sublime love you have 
made, make while you were still here, or there. And how none of it can ever last too long, once you 
engage in the forward path of living a life. And then later on leaving it far, far behind. But it seemed to 
him it was all a lot less forward and a bit more of the circular circles that go around and around, over 
and over, forever and ever. Giving your 10,000 Bon voyages to friends and family as they come and go. 
Mankind, womankind, creaturekind, even Godkind. Kind. Maybe. But surely not often enough kind. A 
strange sort of kindness too, based on enough meanness to rip apart any good dream. 


Here’s his purple heart. 
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The medal or ribbon? 

Neither stupid. 

Couldn't you have at least called and said goodbye. 

I didn’t have time. 

You didn’t have time? 

No. 

God, you re so selfish. 

(insert/ “He started crying.” 

No possibility of a forever heaven, at least for now, but maybe then, later after he or she was dead, it 
might go on forever. Maybe then, there will, at last, be no more goodbyes. A return to Eden or heaven or 
whatever the fuck it is. David really hoped something good was there, some kind of afterlife because.. 
he truly hated all the goodbyes in this one. The people he had loved that he never saw again. He never 


knew then that it would be the last time he could tell them goodbye. Or maybe he never got the chance 
to give that one last... 


Farewell. 


Flight, retirement, retreat, running away, withdrawal, diaspora, emigration, evacuation, exodus, 
embarkation, embarkment, disembarkation, egress, abandonment, forsaken, relinquishment. 
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Feeling scared today 

Write down “I’m okay” 

A hundred times the doctor say 
I am okay 

Iam okay... 


Beyond the mythical Eve, she somehow also played the role too of the lost lover. Or worse yet the 
dearly bereft. In that way, her deep and dark eyes held a mystical stare that forever haunted him. Like 
some beautiful and sublime ghost, he was doomed to forever fall in love with, but never quite being able 
to fully touch or hug her or kiss her.... at least none of those things for very long anyway. There she 
was, with her tender songs of wanting, of being. Of her needing him, and he needing her. There she was, 
with all her endless notes, keys playing in a sad and faraway night concerto, up in the high rooms of a 
building, on some isolated street of a distant, and forever lost city. One that he had forgotten over and 
over, again, and again. 


Don’t you remember living here? The street, the house, all the people you loved, and all the people that 
loved you too. Even the ones you disliked or even hated. 


No. I don’t seem to remember any of that. 
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Then you have forgotten all of it? 
Yes, I guess so. 


Or maybe it was a beautiful place in the country he had once walked as a child, but now could only 
vaguely recall that he had. That he had once walked there on the endless and forever wild earth with all 
its great and old trees, with all its beautiful sunlight and tall green grass blowing in the wind. How his 
young mother’s soft and kind voice was calling out to him, to come home. And how he had walked 
dizzy and drunk with the moment, with all the butterflies flying around and around his head as all the 
songbirds in the branches sang away like God’s lost angels. How that little boy, he was, had walked 
underneath the sublimely blue heavens, the forever mirror of deep skies filled with all the great and 
knowing clouds, clouds that floated across the endless canvas of his dreams, like sleepy thoughts in the 
forever gentle sunshine and softly falling rain. 


Rain. Rain as tears. Rain as stars, as lifetimes of breath and breathing gratitude. Stars as memory. 
Memories of the lost lover at school or the faded away mother once at home. 

Home. 

Where is home? 

Home is where we are always going. 


And once we arrive there, we can never stay for too long. 
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Then comes the sad goodbyes and watching it all change and fade away. The family, the grandparents, 
the sisters, the lone brother, and then all the kids that came afterwards. 


The first day of grade school class. Or the last day all the seniors at the old high school waved goodbye. 
Or that lost friend from the old war. And how he never came back home. 


Oh god. How they all fade AWaY, and away and away. And never come back. Is not each of us, a 
single person, doomed sooner or later to be fully alone and drifting, through the empty density of all the 
starlit spaces, as if we were some kind of tiny voyagers, in a vast and unknown universe. When quite 
suddenly, you awaken from the dream of your life, and there you are sitting up in your bed once again, 
in the middle of the night, lost and alone, in all that darkness and unknown space. And then, only the far 
away ticking sound of some unseen ghost clock up on the wall, to guide you further, and further, on and 
on, into the unknown night, when the ticking suddenly becomes only the soft and faded away sounds of 
her murmuring and beautiful heartbeat. Or his steady and kind breathing. A natural timing, and ticking, 
an ebb and flow of precious fluid and life-breath, to remind you that they were once alive like you are 
still alive, now. But where and how are you still alive? And why are you alive right now? Or back then? 
Or sometime later. Past, present, and future. Regardless, only then at some given point, in time and 
space, you might hear it too, the fateful whispers of a people and a time forever lost and gone. And if not 
now, then it will be later. The fading away as you lay in bed at night and hear the doppler echoes of the 
far away, midnight highway with its one passing car, coming... 
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And then going... 


And then fading away... 

Leaving only the night wind blowing in all those tall and dark trees. With the soft hooting of the 
peaceful night owl underneath all the endless stars. Each star up there in the nighttime sky, is a sun or a 
world, perhaps even the bright soul of a person longing to be found and held. Or as it goes, a person 
longing to be lost and forever gone. 


David, thought of all those sad and bright colors in the great Mexican artist Tamayo’s huge and unreal 
murals, filled with the sounds of the ancient tribal souls living now within the haunted parameters of the 
great frames of modern Mexico City, its great and never-ending modern walls and streets and subways, 
trains and endless cars, tall buildings built over the top of long ago mythical Aztlán, an indigenous Eden 
totally lost in the existential crisis of invading peoples, who never knew, know nothing of the greater 
and grander life, that once was and had been. As it was back then. And has it is...no longer is now. Only 
this absolute longing to stop crying. And to stop screaming. And return back to what it was then before 
they changed all of it into this never-ending modern madness. As if some lost world could ever be truly 
retrieved in all its boundless perfections and untold beauties. 


La gran Galaxia 

El Mexicano y su Mundo 

So, as it is, in the panic and isolation of being fully awake. Oh god, so few of us are really awake 
because more often than not, we will ourselves, to be fully asleep. But when you are, truly awake, and 
your watering, tear-filled eyes fully open to every last inch of the cold and sobering world. It is then that 


you finally understand the ancient words: 


For in much wisdom is much vexation, and he who increases knowledge increases sorrow. 
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God, why can’t we just stay asleep then? Because who really wants those inevitable days and as it is, 
nights when all of it hurts far too much, and far too deeply, with the wide-open eyes of the Madonna 
staring back at you, as she carefully fits her ghost mask on your fading away face. And as you blink and 
stare through her skull, you finally see life for what it truly is, in all its grandeur and chaotic lostness. 
Those deep, beautiful pools of consciousness blazing in the never-ending night. Those little fires burning 
that keep her, that keep you fully awake and alert...and hurting. God make the pain go away. And so, 
wouldn’t it have been so much easier if you had just simply doused the fires and stayed asleep? 
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And so, wouldn’t it have been so much easier if you’d simple dowsed the fires and just stayed asleep? 
Wouldn’t it have been easier if a millstone was hung around his or her neck? Prayed stranger sinking to 
the bottom of the sea. Ocean of tears, lost in years are all these fears. 
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And so, with your mouth, you call out for the lost friend, or the well-known lover, the one who knew or 
knows, every last inch of your sad soul and of your lost body. Only to find that, they too now are 
suddenly lost and forever gone. It doesn’t matter when you ring the cell, or you dial the number, give the 
prayer... all of it to only to find... 

Endless busy signals on the other side of the line... 


Sorry, there will be no completed transmission today. 


All those radio signals without any radio receiver to catch the lost sounds or the messages, the last letter 
bouncing around endlessly, in a jumbled-up mess of broken hearts. 


Or even worse. 
Please leave your recorded message after the beep ... 


Beeeeep! 


Hello? Hello? Is anyone there?! 


And then only the dead silence and never-ending darkness that answers you back. 
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But I can't help feeling lonely 

When our bedroom is red 

I can't get up until you're safely home with me 
And no longer dead 

I feel this color coming over myself 

This color is blue 

and I just can't make it fade away. 

And be gone away like you 


But if you have never lost anyone or felt them, go or felt them gone. Or had at least a certain letter, 
haunted picture, or painting hanging on the wall. Photo on the nightstand in a frame or ghost faces in a 
book, the haunted glass in a mirror. Only to remind you that they, that the beloved was once there with 
you. 

Right there...to talk to. 

To see you. 


To hold you. 


And to laugh with you. 
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To cry with, to live and die with you. 


But back then you never worried because they would “always” be there. 


But the now passing on, passes on, far and away, and slowly dissolving it turns into the crying dust of 
the long-gone, since past. Then this lostness that comes when the beloved is no longer there with you. 
Then, what it felt like to hold their hand. How you kissed her over and over. How she kissed him and 
pretend like it would never stop. Mouth to mouth, body to body. You lay there next to them and feel 
their hot breath, their living body, talking and feeling every last square inch of it. Of you, and you of 
them, sharing spaces and hearts, in the most delightful silence ever known. Completely whole and no 
longer alone. 


But then what it ends up being, in the end, is that you know no one is coming back for you. Not now, not 
ever in this faraway place of space and time. In this lost bedroom, bed, the nighttime room is filled with 
tears and endless stars. Or all the endless little lights of that fading away. That tiny, little city teetering 
on the edge of the great abyss, event horizon of the never coming back. A little country town, with all its 
beautiful, small houses at the edge of a very tiny and fragile world, so divinely colored, so brightly 
translucent blue, the living glass globe, of precious water, tiny, divine, marble floating and drifting 
through an unspeakable depth of time and space. 


And had not, David been so very often and still was at times, the little, lost boy. Lost, clinging to the life 
raft, in an endless sea of nothing but sad goodbyes? Don’t know. Sadder still, only because it had all, 
once been filled with an endless number of hopeful hellos. 
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Hello! At the first morning light, leads to greetings at dawn. A new time when the sun is first coming up. 
Fused together in complete joyful wholeness. And tell me, whoever wants to think then... of that later 
time, when finally comes that last, sad goodbye when all the lights go down and the sun finally sets and 
fades away into the forever night. 


He thought of the little friend he had once known as a boy, a fragile and tender youth always dressed in 
overly large, shabby clothes, because he was the last-born child, in a long line of brothers and sisters. 
The youngest brother and child, deemed to wear all the hand me downs of memory and place. 


He and David had stood there in the silence of the twilight empty porch. And without crying, the little 
boy had said to him: 


My mum died last night. Now me, and my brothers and sisters, got no one to be there with us anymore. 


Then there was the death of David’s own father back then, in the big, white house on the hill, under all 
those endless night stars. His artist’s lamplight, burning brightly, in the little studio window at the top of 
the old house. Then, the sudden ringing out of a gunshot, in the empty void of the night. How all the 
precious, warm body fluids raced out across the cold wooden floors. And how everything was suddenly 
cooling off and fading away. Disappearing quickly, as one little river of light, being reclaimed by the 
much greater void of endless dark of night. The warm touch. The I love you, disappearing, in shattered 
pieces of forgotten mirrors and windows. The screaming out in the night, of being alone, suddenly in the 
great void, of the never-ending Gone. 


Where are you, my father? Come to me, your son. Daughter. Child. Fading away without even a chance 
for one last farewell. 
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And how do you really even say it right, goodbye? Given you even have the chance to do so. 


Goodbye. Goodbye. sye. 


To the few precious friends and lovers, and family that came into the world. And then, went out of it, 
blown out of it, like so much lighted soul in the big, never-ending attic of dark matter universe. 


David gazed at page 88 as he had a million times before, The lost Madonna with all the depth of her 
beautiful and profound loneliness. And yet just behind her, at arms lengths, but forever far away was the 
lost friend or lover, laying there, face-up, with his eyes closed, in a profound, unconscious gaze, called 
sleep, the strange dream of dark night, and endless black sky. The forever vaulted atmospheres of outer 
space with only two, distant lonely lights, two, tiny points of brightly lit stars. Two lamps. Two worlds. 
Forever calling out for each other. 


Come home. 

Come home. 

Where are you now? 

The husband I once knew. 

The wife, the lover 

The kind friend, to take me back there. 


To take me back home. 


Is the dearly beloved, never to awaken or arise in this moment again? When he or she, is most needed? 
Is that my lover and dear friend, back there? So lost and asleep. Drifting in dreams with closed eyes. 
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Please wake up and hold me. 


David, why are you asleep now? 

Please wake up... 

God, I’m so lonely. Please talk to me. 

Please, oh please. We still have this whole beautiful life ahead of us. 


Please wake up now and take me to your heart and say (forever and ever) that, I love you, and that I will 
always be here with you. 


Or are we. Are you? Am I just another lost soul in all this time and space? Another ghost lost in fading 
grace and endless place. Long gone and now slowly forgetting. Slowly forgotten. You, forgetting, me. 
And me. forgetting you. Will all the world, and worlds I have known, that you have known? Fade, fade, 
fading away. 
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Yet another homage to 
“Dear little Roderick and little Lucia.” 


And yet today in this café, David was determined this one last time, to reach out and grab this most 
beautiful moment and this most precious person and not be alone anymore. Not be alone ever again. 
That someone he had been searching for, waiting for his lifelong. Was finally here. 


Suddenly there she was again, as she once had been, a long time ago. Perhaps in some mystical faraway 
world where they had both once been, whole and complete. But somehow tragically taken apart. The 
good and complete soul, the wholeness severed in separate halves. The two, burning angels on fire. But 
sometimes the lost lover returns. The other half somehow finds its way back home. 
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He gazed at this printed picture of the beloved Madonna on page 88, one more time, and then closed the 
book and said goodbye to her. 


Until I see you again, he whispered. 
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More coffee? 
He looked up. 
Yes, please. 


Her beautiful, long arms were covered with strange and exotic tattoos. The odd markings ran all 
the way up to her neck, to her very pretty but greatly weathered face. 


Feeling sorry for yourself? She said with a sad smile. 
He laughed. 
Yeah, I guess I am. 


She smiled back. 


Me too, at least 2 days a week or more. 
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I think you will like this cup of coffee. But it might be a bit strong. 
He smiled. 

Pour away. 

Are you sure? 

Yes. 

Would you like any cream? 

No. 


Any sugar? 


No. 


She carefully filled his cup to the top with the dark, hot liquid. And then looked at him and said, 


Your wife sure is pretty. 
She isn’t my wife. 
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Well, she’s going to be. 


The waitress snapped a little card down on the table by his steaming coffee cup. It had a 
beautifully decorated surface, with a naked couple standing together in a field of flowers 
underneath a flaming angel in the sky. 


He looked up into the waitress’s face again. She had piercing, almost white, blue eyes. Eyes that 
looked right through him into his soul. She was tall and thin with beautiful but extremely hard- 
looking features, ones that almost any street person might have had in some back alley. She 
pushed her waist-length, black and white dreadlocks behind the white collar on her maroon 
waitress uniform. 


The Lovers? David said with a mixed-up look. 
Yeah, she nodded, the Lovers. 

He took a sip of the hot liquid. 

Wow! Your right, this coffee is strong! 


She softly laughed. 
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I told you so. 

He looked deeply into her strange eyes. 

And what is card supposed to mean? 

She sat the big thermos mug pitcher down on the table. 


It means that you will marry her, the woman out there in the snow on the phone. That she is 
your soulmate. 


I see, he said. 

The waitress’s eyes were dark and deep. Wild animal eyes, he thought. 
She smiled back at him revealing nice but fractured and cracked teeth. 
I am a card reader on the side when I am not in here serving food and coffee. 
Okay, said David, But why me? 

She smiled. 

Consider it as a gift. 

Okay, he said feeling a bit strange. 

Thank you, for the card? 

She looked gravely at him. 

Maybe. But there’s more. 


She placed another card by the cup. It showed powerful bolts of lightning striking a tall building 
that was on fire. Two people were falling out of it. 


What’s this? 


The Tower. 
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He looked up at her. 
And? 


And... you need to be careful. Because there is a lot more going on here than meets the eye between you 
and that woman out there. 


She placed one more card by the other two... 

It was completely black. With strange, odd, thin white lines running through it. 
This is a card of my own making. 

What does it mean? 


It means, that there are many different worlds and levels of play in your meeting. 
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A meeting? 

You met her on a bus, didn’t you? 

He looked surprised. 

Why, yes, actually we met on a bus, just a few hours ago. 
Well, it’s not the first time you two have met. 

David gave her a troubled look. 

What do you mean? 

I mean, that you are both inside of a living a grand dream. One set on a stage of true love. 
David gave her a blank stare. 

A grand dream? 

She nodded her head. And then closed her strange eyes. 


Yes. All life is a dream. A beautiful and sad dream. And it’s a dream David, that you must 
awaken from. 


How do you know my name? 

It doesn’t matter. Other than, I know it. 

Okay. He said with a bit of a frightened look. 

She walked away with the coffee pot. He called out to her... 

Hey? 

She turned back around and stared at him with her startling white eyes. 
Yes? 

You forgot your cards. 

She smiled back at him. 

No. They belong to you now. 


They do? 
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Yes. 

Will I be, okay? He asked. 
She looked at him hard. 
Maybe. 

What’s your name? 

She winked at him. 

Little Silver Bell. 

He grinned. 

Thank you. 


She smiled back. You ’re welcome. David. 
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% Back At Work 


After he finished washing all his paintbrushes in the sink, he wiped his big hands off with the 
cheap paper towels above the tap. Then walked over to the coat rack and reached underneath his 
old Army jacket and grabbed the Tupperware box out of his backpack with the sandwich in it. 
So, are you going to town to eat? 

Nope, gotta buy a present for Jane. 

So, I take it you guys are getting along better now? 

Yeah, I just wish she wasn’t the museum director, it makes me feel like I’m dating my boss. 
Aren’t you? 


Yeah. 


And fucking her as well? Right? 
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Come on David, that’s not very nice thing to say. 
He smiled back. 

Sorry, Max. 

It’s okay. 

What are you going to get for her? 

A cowboy hat. 

What kind? 

I dunno. Got any suggestions? 

Try the Babbitt Brothers Western Wear shop. 
Where's that? 

Downtown, on San Francisco Street. 

Across from the Monte V? 

Yep. 

What’s the best kind? 

I guess a Stenson. 

How much? 

A couple of hundred dollars. 

Got her hat size? 

Yep. 

Does she even like cowboy hats? 


Well, we’re going to a big ranch in Santa Fe this weekend, and I thought she might like to have 
one. 


Doesn’t she already have one? 


Nope. 
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So, you got a cowboy hat? 

Max smiled. 

No, I have to buy one for myself too. 

Well, that ought to be about a weeks’ worth of pay. 
How about you David? You have a cowboy hat? 
Yeah, it’s old and worn out. 

How long have you been wearing them? 

Cowboy hats? 

Yes. 


A long time. 


217 |Page 


He thought back on that long-ago winter in Des Moines, Iowa. 
So, Mom, how do you get to be a cowboy? 

You are already one. 

Are you sure? 

She kissed him gently. 

Let me look at my cute little boy. 


He flashed a big, beautiful smile to the person he loved most in the world. 
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Can I take your picture, David? 

Sure, go ahead. 

She put the little Kodak camera up to her eye and looked through the viewfinder. 
Ready? 

He smiled. 

Wait! 

What do you want me to do Mom? 

Be a cowboy. 


But don’t I have to go West before Iam a cowboy? You know like Roy Rodgers and his horse 
Trigger do. 


His mom smiled. 

Yes, I suppose you do. We will go see your grandma this year, back in Utah for Christmas. 
He excitedly burst out, Really Mom?! 

Yes! 

Is grandma a cowboy too? 

His mom laughed. 

Well, I guess she kinda of is. 

Are you ready now, David?! 

Yep! 


He took his best stance, just like he had seen Roy Rodgers do on TV. Then he put his little hands 
on the new Sears, silver, double cap guns his mother had just bought him. 
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The square bulb sitting on the top of her little camera, flashed a blinding bright blue. 
Suddenly the entire world ignited in his face, shattering into a billion bright pieces of 
impressionistic colors. All the fire stars suddenly exploded into an endless shower of sparks... 
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Wake the fuck up Burkhart! 


The horizon was saturated with a horrible, blood-red smoke. He could hear the sonic flyovers of 
the black jet planes as they streaked by dropping all their bombs on the sad and dying earth. 
Mixed in with all that was the forever background of Apache Attack helicopters as they rumbled 
along the dim horizon, through all the burning oil and endlessly loose machinegun fire. 
Sergeant Burkhart! He is fucking dead, leave him alone!! 

David had forcefully pushed his Captain back against the brick wall of the blown-out building. 

I told you I’m not leaving him here!! 

His commanding officer had then pushed David back and shook him violently. 

BURKHART!! HE IS FUCKING DEAD! OKAY?! YOU GOT IT?! 

LOOK! WE HAVE TO GET THE HELL OUT OF HERE, BEFORE WE’RE ALL DEAD TOO. 
David yelled back at him. 


Goddamn it! I can’t just leave him there like that! 
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Suddenly, the close by concussion of a powerful bomb rocked both of them violently. 


The captain screamed out as he shook David and pushed him away from the cold, bloody body 
of the boy called Cowboy on the ground. 


Move out, dumb ass! 
I can’t! 

YES, YOU CAN!!! 
They'll get the body later! 


Another horrible rumbling blast rattled the big desert all around them. David could barely see the 
boys ripped up body through all the smoke in the air. 


DOUBLE TIME! RIGHT NOW!!! Move out, Burkhart! 


David pushed the dirty goggles over all the tears streaming down his black camo face. He bent 
down and adjusted the dead boy’s blood-stained Kevlar jacket. Another close-by bomb went off 
rattling the ground around him. 


The heavy concussion of the blast vibrated through his bones as he turned back one last time and 
whispered out: 


Goodbye, Cowboy... 


The tears ran down his face as he fell in line with the rest of the soldiers, who were now all 
fading away into the endless smoke and rumbling hot air. 


As he walked away in the numb shock and deep sadness, he recalled how the boy had such a 
beautiful and handsome face. How it suddenly had become a horribly disfigured and ripped apart 
a lifeless mess, a fucking act of heartbreak by the godless universe of this never-ending sickening 
war. 


Cowboy had just been too fucking fragile to have ever been in the Army in the first place. Yet 
alone in this stupid, goddamned, hell hole, called war. 


He whispered out through all the chaos of exploding noise. 

Why him? Why such an innocent kid?! 

David’s mind reeled back to 3 days before the boy had died. Where all the field a few rare 
peaceful moments where all the field medics had been having a few, rare peaceful moments 


before returning back to retrieve the wounded. It was a little group of them chattering away 
quietly, in the far back room of the busy Evac surgical, tent hospital. 
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It had been a birthday cake, that had come first class from the boy’s mother in the Southwestern 
USA. It was a heartfelt gift that had somehow made it all the way there across the oceans and 
across the deserts, the big cloud-filled skies. It had most likely had been on board of the tired, 
overfilled C130 cargo airplane, the ones all the soldier’s mail came across the seas on. 

It was a small box full of pretty cookies and a cute card that someone had made back home and a 
little birthday cake, that had come all the way back from a small ranch in a backwards place 
called Hilltop, in Southern Arizona. 


The cake inside was hard as a rock, but somehow it had managed to remain intact and beautiful. 
And strangely had arrived on time too. 


They got ready to light the 5 tiny candles; because all the rest had been broken so badly, they 
could use them. 


David smiled at the boy. 

Hey, Birthday boy? How old are you today? 

I guss, bout 20 yurs old! 

So you got a girlfriend? 

Nut yet. 

One of the cruder medics with a shit-eating grin on his dirty face had asked bluntly. 
Hey Cowboy! Have you ever fucked a woman? 

The boy had replied back shyly. 

Nope. I ain't ever done that. 

Another medic then asked. 

Have you ever even kissed a woman before? Ever?! 
Juz my mum. 

They had all roared out in laughter. 

Then one of them in the back asked. 


So, how’d you get that name Cowboy anyway? 
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He had flashed a big smile 
Cuz I can ride a hurs gud. 


Well, dumb ass, that’s certainly not going to help you out here. Is it? So, how did some 
backwards hick like you end up being a medic, anyway? 


Cuz, I cun fix stuff an do math rul gud. 

Yeah, but the question is, can you talk right so somebody else can understand you? 

Wull, least I’m a damn site butter luck’n than u r! 

Finally, David had quieted them all down, so they could sing happy birthday to Cowboy. 


It was a beautiful moment as the fragile kid stood there with his big smile and bright blonde hair 
with the little candles burning. 


Happy birthday! To you! 
Happy birthday, dear Cowboy. 


Happy Birthday to you!!! 


224|Page 


: Grand Canyon Cafe 


Somewhere around 4 pm, just across from the café there had been a horrible accident on 
Highway 66 involving a man and his dog, in the crosswalk trying to get to the other side of the 
road. The mindless NAU College student had been driving far too fast and had not seen them 
until it was much too late. Too late. Had the 18-year-old girl only been a few seconds earlier or 
as was the case, a few seconds later...then she wouldn’t have caused so much carnage and pain 
for herself and for all others involved. But had she been driving a little slower too, then the time 
wouldn’t have really mattered that much either. But the time did matter and as it goes, just a few 
seconds can change everything, not only now, but forever. Both for the worse and as it goes, for 
the better too. Like on the bus when David met Sarah. Had he not been there in the back seat or 
Sarah sitting there in the front seat. Had not the dark man tried to hurt her, then maybe they 
would have never met. You know, /ifetimes passing between the devil and the deep blue sea. 
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At 5 PM, he took his cowboy hat off, sat it on the little table, and looked around the cafe. 


There were several rows of empty booths in the old place, and as usual, only a few of them were 
occupied. Each had its own little, faded green table and 2 blue, dinner booth soft seats to sit on 
and talk. Or as was the case eating, drinking, and then talking. 


As he drank his coffee, he found himself looking at the old photos framed up on the wall, just 
above the soda bar. Each memory and each snapshot grabbed a certain place in time and space. 
All the way from the 1940s to the present tense. 
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There were the old homecoming parades. The big fishing trips in the high mountains. All those 
long ago, autumn-time football games. The big weddings. The new babies. And even, the 
returning war heroes. 


Each picture was a perfect Kodak moment, of a good Chinese family down through the years. 
One that had immigrated to Flagstaff when it was still a beautiful, quiet little mountain town. 


They had built the 66-highway cafe with their hard-earned savings. Over the years, the place had 
become famous for its unusual blends of local and cultural food. A bit American. A lot more 
Chinese. With fully authentic Native American dishes, like mutton stew and hot Navajo fry- 
bread, and tacos. 
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The Wongs and their cafe were a beautiful open heart, in a town that sometimes, sported drastic 
tensions towards outsiders. But as it was, out of town or not, the Grand Canyon Cafe was a nice 
get-together for all folks who came through the door. And sometimes, yes sometimes even a man 
and woman would go there and fall in love with each other. 


He flipped through the old 25 cents (now out of order) music menu of the little push button, glass 
jukebox that had been sitting above his table for years. It was a time machine of good sounds. It 
had 1933, Bob Wills, with The Navajo Trail. Buck Owens, and Act Naturally. Johnny Cash and 
I Walk the Line. 
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The little metal, flip pages finally stopped at an early Dwight Yoakam song. Which told him that 
the player hadn't been played in a long time. Like most popular things it was well used, and over 
time it had just simply broken down. And then one day no one had bothered to fix it anymore. 


He knew the last song on the menu by heart, and it played in his mind beautifully. 


Of trying to break free from this sadness that I can't lay to rest 
This old honky-tonk sure does feel like home 


She had only been 16 and David was 18, and he was already well over six feet tall, and she was 
barely 5 feet tall and skinny as a rail, but God he was so in love with her. He thought back to 
that old bar and western dance, that he and his first girlfriend Julie had snuck into one night. 
How the two of them, had been all decked out in their western attire, and that everybody was so 
drunk that they hadn't noticed, the underage David and Julie dancing in the middle of the 
barroom floor, and having the time of their young lives. 

Then afterward, underneath all those stars on her father's back porch, she had gently pulled him 
down to her level and gave him an endlessly long kiss. A kiss that had set him on fire, and that it 
kept going on and on. Then with a beautiful, red flushed face and all out of breath, she had put 
her little hands, on his big chest, and looked up at him and asked. 

David, have you ever been to Grand Canyon? 

He replied back. 

No, I haven’t ever been to that place before. 

Well, when we get married, will you take me there? 

On a horse? Or on a mule? 

She pushed her waist-long, hair back and smiled up at him. 


No dummy, in our truck! 


They both laughed. And then she started kissing him again. 
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Suddenly, he heard a thud, on the soft green booth seat across from his. 


He looked over and saw a cute, little knitted bag sitting there, and that it was connected to a 
beautiful hand with long white fingers, and a sublimely delicate wrist. 


It was Sarah. 

Hey, you got your bag back! He said with a big smile. 

She slid her, slim, well-shaped 5 feet tall into the soft seat across from David. 

No, I had to buy another one at a secondhand store. 

She looked over at the little glass, jukebox above the table. 

Wow, that’s cool! 

Does it work? 

David looked towards the little flip charts of music behind the glass case. 

No. It hasn't worked in a long time. 

Too bad! I grew up on old western music. 

He winked and smiled. 

But I thought you were Jewish. 

Sarah smiled back. 

I am. But only half though. And certainly not orthodox by any means. Although my mom is New 
York Jewish through and through. But my gentile daddy was always a bit of an old cowboy at 
heart. And back home when it was not my mother's classical or Jewish polkas playing. It was 
always my dad's old-time cowboy music filling the air. 

So, I take it that your father likes cowboys? 


Sarah laughed. 


Yes. He likes to think of himself sometimes, as a legitimate drugstore, cowboy. I guess when he 
was younger, his parents would send him to a dude ranch out West. 


David smiled. 


Well, I think that kind of qualifies as being a cowboy. 
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Yeah. I guess it stuck with him. He even had a couple of horses for a while. That is until he got 
married to my mom. She didn’t really care for horses too much. Sarah laughed, so he sold them 
and got her a big Mercedes. 

But as time went on, he became more of a shy East-coast college professor, one that eventually 
didn't go back West anymore. Except, later on, to take I and my mom on a few little trips back to 
Santa Fe, and then one to Cheyenne, Wyoming. 

He even bought I and my mom, cowboy hats and everything to go with those trips. 

She smiled at him with her mesmerizing eyes, as her hands ran across the big brim. 

David, do you mind if I put this on? 

David looked at his cowboy hat on the table and smiled. 

Sure, go right ahead. 

Sarah placed the big hat on her dark head. 

David laughed loudly as it fell down over her eyes. 

Wow! This is like, the size of a two-story house. 

So just, how big is your head anyway? 

Oh, about the size of a huge Pumpkin. 

Sarah smiled. 

Like the one, they rolled down the street in Charley Brown? 

David laughed. 

Yeah, just like that one! 

So, tell me more about your dad. 

Sarah sat the big cowboy hat back down on the table. 

Well, he still has a nice collection of Western, 78-speed records up in his study. 


David smiled. 


Like what kind? 
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Oh... stuff like Roy Rodgers and all. 
Really? 


Yes. And when I was a little girl, he taught me how to wind up his old Victrola. And we would lay 
there together, on the soft carpet of his study, and listen to all those old cowboy songs for hours. 


I really miss him a lot lately. 

You do? 

Yes, smiled Sarah sadly. 

So, you and your dad are close? 

She smiled. 

Oh yeah, I am his little girl. 100 percent. Even now that I am all grown up, I'm still his little girl. 
I bet, he's a great guy. 

Oh, for sure. He would tell me stories of the old West, she laughed. He’s actually the person 
who talked me into coming out here a few years ago. And my poor, East coast mom had a fit 
when I actually decided to go out to Flagstaff: She told me. Hob rachmones! (Have pity!) Now 
Sarah! They don't even have a synagogue out there! It's no place for a good Jew to live! 
David laughed and threw a breath mint into his mouth. 

Then asked her with a smile. 

Do you want a Lifesavers? 


No thanks. Not today, laughed Sarah. 


She picked up the cold, red can, of Coke a’ Cola and poured its sweet dark liquid into the ice of 
the old, cafe glass. 


Then took the crisp white paper off, and put the straw down into the cool, dark dream of sweet 
drink. 


As she sipped away, she let out a little breath of pleasure. 


Mmmmm! This sure tastes good! She said with a big smile. 


232 |Page 


The intensity of her eyes caught him totally off guard. And then he could not help but go down 
her long, beautiful neckline, into the top of the open blue shirt, where he noticed a little gold 
chain, had dropped deeply down into the cleavage of her tender white breasts. 


He looked up politely as she took another drink. 
Then he got helplessly lost in the whole sublime look of her. 


She had a soft and breathtaking face as white as Blue Bird Flour. The deep red, full lips gave 
way to the finer edges of her beautiful, bright smile. She kept unconsciously pushing her rich, 
black hair, back behind her delicate little ears. 


Take her in his arms and be with her all night long. Hold her gently in the darkness and never let 
go. But the deep sadness in those beautiful eyes of hers, bruised his heart, and reminded him how 
impossible true love can be sometimes. An emotional rarity, as rare and as impossible as all the 
lost butterflies in the Autumn time. 
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The waitress walked over to the table and smiled. 
Hey folks, dinner is coming up soon! 

David smiled up at the waitress. 

Thank you. 

She nodded and looked over at Sarah. 

You sure are pretty! 

Sarah blushed. 

Thank you, but so are you. 

The waitress smiled beautifully. 

You got Nizhoni in your heart. I can feel it. 
Sarah smiled. 

What does that mean? 

David said, it's Navajo for the beautiful life. 
The waitress looked at him. 

That's right. The beautiful life. 

Is this your girlfriend? 

David shook his head. 

No. Just a friend. 

The waitress gave David a clear gaze that only a good, Navajo, can give you. 
No. I think she is more than that to you. 
She turned to Sarah. 

Can I give you a hug? 


Sarah looked up at the younger woman's beautiful dark eyes. 
Oh, that would be so nice. Thank you. 
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Sarah stood up to the much taller Navajo woman. 


They embraced. It lasted for a while. There was a deep and beautiful warmth in it... 


When they were done. David could see Sarah was crying. 


The waitress took Sarah's smaller hand in her own and spoke. 


You are going to be all right, my dear, I just want you to know that. 
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Later after the meal, while they were waiting for the tab to come. Sarah started flipping through 
the songs on the little table jukebox. 


David, do you know this one? 

He scooted closer and looked. 

Oh yeah. That’s Lefty Frizzle and Always Late. 
Have you heard it before? 

Yep, many times. 

Me too, Sarah smiled. 


David fished through his deep Levi’s pockets full of Lifesavers. And found a lone quarter at the 
bottom of all the little white candies. 


He then pointed to the little jukebox. 

Hey Sarah, just for the hell of it. Let’s try a song. 
But the sign says it is broken. 

Yeah, but maybe we can get it working again. 
She flashed a big smile. 

Really? 

David winked. 

Sure, why not? Let’s try it out. 


Then David's big fingers carefully pushed the 25 cents into the slot of the old jukebox. It 
dropped down, with a funny, little sound that made Sarah laugh. 


Want me to choose the song now? 

He smiled. 

Sure, you’re a lot better looking than I am, so maybe the player will wake up. 
She laughed and pushed the buttons... 


B24 
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They waited...and waited. 
But...nothing happened. 
Geeze, Said David. Guess not. 
Hey folks! 


David looked up from the table, to see an older-looking Chinese man, with a big friendly smile. 
Standing there with his cook’s apron on. 


David smiled back and nodded his head. 

Howdy, Mr. Wong. 

The main cook looked at him. And then, winked and spoke with a thick Arizona drawl. 
So, who is this pretty young lady with you? 

David smiled. 

This is Sarah. 

Your new wife? 

Well, no. 

Mr. Wong adjusted his old 1950s black glasses and laughed. 
Well, if she is not, then she damn well oughta be. 

David laughed back and introduced her. 

Sarah, this is Mr. Wong, the owner of the cafe. 

She looked up at him and smiled shyly. 

Greetings, Mr. Wong. 


Nice, to meet you, Sarah! He said as he pointed his thumb back towards the saloon-like swinging 
café kitchen. 


I’ve been back there all day, making burgers. 


Mr. Wong then wiped his big hands on his apron, reached out to Sarah, and gave her a nice 
handshake 
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My dear, that sure is a pretty little hand you got there. 
So, where are you from? 

Sarah smiled up at him. 

New York. 

Mr. Wong’s eyebrows went up. 

The Big Apple, huh? 

Well, actually a little north of New York City, said Sarah. 
Whereabouts? 

Syracuse. 

Yep. That’s a nice city too. 

Here! He handed a quarter to David. 

So, what’s this 25 cents for? 

Mr. Wong smiled at him. 

It’s a refund. I want you to go ahead and try that jukebox again. 
David looked up. 

Are you sure? 

Yep, I’m sure. 

Okay then, guess we will try it again. 

They all listened, as David dropped the coin into the jukebox. 
Mr. Wong smiled. 

Sarah. Go ahead and push your selection on there again. 


Let’s see, she said as she put her soft fingertips to the buttons and pushed. 
B24 


Mr. Wong smiled. 
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So, what song is that? 

Sarah looked up and smiled back. 

Always Late. 

Mr. Wong gave her a big grin. 

Lefty Frizzle, I love that song! 

You do? 

Yes, ma’am, I do. 

Hay, Sarah? 

I want you to blow a kiss at that player now too. 
She laughed. 

Okay. 

Then Sarah put her fingers to her lips and blew out a kiss towards the little jukebox. 


Mr. Wong winked at her. 


And then, hit the top of the little Jukebox, with a powerful blow, one that rang out through the 
entire café. 


Then... to the surprise of the old Navajo Grandpa, playing solitaire, 4 booths down. He heard for 
the first time in 20 years, the entire cafe being filled up with old western music. 


Two booths up, the homespun Arizona rancher and his pretty, plump, Mormon wife smiled at 
each other listening to Lefty Frizzle sing as they finished off their Chow main. 


The old Bakersfield’s sound was about as divine and classic western as you can get. With the 
typical haunting, steel guitar wining, and fiddle crying, to the good old southern drawl of Lefty's 
voice. A voice, which was as always, beautiful and haunting. 
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And then, it suddenly seemed like the whole cafe was moving, like magic through time and 
space. It was more than obvious that everything, and everyone, had been waiting for that 
beautiful moment, through all the dreams and through all the realities... 


Dear Sarah had finally come back home again. 
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About an hour later the Japanese good luck kitty-cat was playfully waving its battery-powered 
hand, at the two of them. Five foot tall, Sarah looked a bit comical standing next to David’s big, 
tall cowboy frame. 

Mr. Wong gave them a big smile. 

Was the food, good folks? 

Sure was, said David, as Sarah smiled and nodded. 

Sarah? Asked Mr. Wong. 

She looked up at him. 

What’s your last name? 

Winters. 

Mr. Wong rubbed his chin. 

Hmmm. 


Say, Sarah is there any chance that your mother is Jewish? 


She looked up at him in surprise. 
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Why, yes, she is Jewish. 
So, is your dad a college professor too? 
Yes! Said Sarah with a big smile. 
Yep, bet their names are Karl and Rachel Winter. And you re their daughter! 
Sarah delightfully laughed and nodded. 
Yes! 
I knew it! Why Sarah! I remember when you were just a little girl. God, you were so cute! And so 
polite. And maybe about 2 feet tall. Walking and talking all over the place and being as smart as 
they come. 
Sarah looked at him in pure delight. 
So, how do you know us? 
Why Miss Winters, I have known your dad for years. He and I went to a dude ranch together in 


New Mexico when we were just teenagers. Yep, upon the old mesa in New Mexico. You know 
before it was Los Alamos, the Atomic Bomb place. It was just a dude ranch for boys. 


It was? Said David with a surprise. 
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Mr. Wong adjusted his apron and smiled. 


Yep. And Mr. Oppenheimer spent his summers up there as a boy too. It’s where he got the idea to 
build the A-bomb place later on. 


Do you mean thee...Mr. Oppenheimer the creator of the atomic bomb? 
Yep, the very devil himself, Laughed Mr. Wong. 

But he went there years before I ever did. 

So, Miss Winters what’s your dad doing these days? 

Oh, he’s still teaching school. 

Really? Is he getting to be an old man like me? 

Sarah laughed. 

Yes, he’s close to retiring now. 

So, Sarah, how long have you lived here in Flagstaff? 

About, two years now. 

What do you do? 

Well, I’m supposed to be teaching school. 

Whereat? 

The College of Northern Arizona 

How come you re not teaching right now? 

Sarah gave David a quick glance and then looked back at Mr. Wong. 
I just have to get all my paperwork in. 

You ever been to this cafe before? 

She smiled. 


No. 
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Well, my dear. I want you to come in here all the time now. And make sure you also come and 
see me and the Mrs. at the house too. 


He handed her the sales receipt, with the total of the meal crossed out, and a smiley face drawn at 
the bottom of the ticket. 


I went ahead and put my home phone number on the back of the sales slip here. And please tell 
your dad, hello, from me. 


I sure will, said Sarah. 

Mr. Wong looked up and handed the money back to David. 
He winked. 

Unless this is a tip. There is no need to pay. 


Are you sure? David said with a surprise. 
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Yep, I am. And keep this too. And make sure you invite me to your wedding. 
Well... I don’t think we are getting married...We just met. 

Mr. Wong winked again. 

Well, keep that ticket and remember I told you, that you two are going to get married. 
Sarah and David both laughed, and then said at the same time. 

We are? 

Hey Sarah? Said Mr. Wong 

She smiled back. 

Sarah, do you think this big cowboy here, is good-looking? 

She smiled. 

Yes, he is quite handsome! 

David blushed a little. 

Mr. Wong pushed his glasses back and raised his eyebrows and looked up at him. 
What about you, John Wayne? He said showing his 2 big golden k9 teeth. 

David stuttered back. 

Well... Well...I... 

What’s the matter a cat got your tongue? Laughed Mr. Wong 

David smiled back. 

No...[, I mean. Yes. I mean... 

Mr. Wong looked over at Sarah. 


Yep! A cat, sure does got his tongue and by God, has his heart too. Might as well marry you two, 
right here on the spot, over another bowl of hot, noodle soup. 


245| Page 


Both David and Sarah laughed. 
Mr. Wong stepped out from behind the counter. 
Hey, follow me. I want to show you two something. 


David and Sarah followed Mr. Wong to the wall, the one covered with all the old photos, back 
on the other side of the café where they had been eating. 


See this one? He said with his big, pointing finger. 

They both looked at the photo of a handsome, tall man and a tiny woman, standing by their old car. 

Well, these folks used to live here in Flagstaff, when I was a little boy. Good friends of my mom and dad. 
When was it taken? Said Sarah. 


I guess, sometime during World War II. 
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David and Sarah gazed at the photo. 

A beautiful couple, she said. 

Yes. They were lovely people, said Mr. Wong as he scratched his head. 

But to tell you the truth, I can barely remember that couple. Anyway, for some reason, you two remind 
me of them. At least the way they look in this photo. I never thought about it, until I saw you two sitting 
there today in the booth. 

What were their names? 


Mr. Wong looked up at him. 


You know, I haven’t the damnedest idea. I do remember that their baby died. And it was something that 
brought about a lot of sadness in the whole town here. Everybody loved those two a lot. 


What happened to them, asked Sarah. 


Mr. Wong scratched his head again. 


I really don’t know. It was such a long time ago. 
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The evening snow was coming down in soft flakes as Sarah stepped up on her porch 
and put the key in the doorknob. Opened the front door and then softly close it behind her. 


She placed the new knitted bag against the big bookcase. And then smiled sadly inside the kind 
warmth of her home. 


Hi, beautiful house! I’m back now. How have you been? 
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Then she bent down, slipped off her boots off. And place her Felix the Cat, size six, stocking feet 
inside uwabaki slippers. Stepped up and walked softly across the beautiful, red Persian rug to her 
grandmother’s old chair and place her jacket on the back. 

Then she suddenly blurted out. 


Geez! 


At which point, she walked hurriedly back across the soft red, one hundred and fifty-year-old 
rug, into the little bathroom. 


Switched on the double lights above the ancient mirror. Reached underneath the sink, and into 
the little cloth bag with sunflowers on it. Took out one of the neatly white, packaged necessities 
of life. Unwrapped the soft cotton pad and threw the blue paper into the handmade, pine 
wastepaper basket. 


You know what? I'll sure be happy when I am an old woman, and I don’t have to bother with this 
stupid stuff anymore. 


After partly humming through Mozart’s, Violin Concerto Number 5. 

She flushed the toilet. Stood up. And pulled the little kitty cat panties, back up over her cute, but 
large bottom. Pulled them back up, with her pants all the way up to her little waist. Buttoned the 
fly. Redid the belt and said: 

Mr. Amadeus, you should have added a piano part to those violins. 

Sarah switched the lights off. 


Closed the bathroom door. 


And walked over to the big, soft, 19""-century sofa... and collapsed exhausted on all the big 
pillows laying there. 


She closed her big, green moon eyes, and then started humming some more of Mozart’s violin 
concerto, added a piano playing this time. 


Then she suddenly stopped. 
Hey?! What’s this, I feel? 


Sarah comically kicked her legs up in the air...pulled them back with her hands, and said loudly, 


ILRI 07 TOIT 17 
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And let outa GREAT big fart... and then started laughing. 


WP70 
Sarah lay there staring at the ceiling. 


What a messed-up day this has been. Well, at least they found all my stuff. Now all I need to do is 
go to the stupid police station and retrieve it. 


Suddenly...David’s tall and handsome figure flashed into her mind. He was so good looking and 
nice. And even though she had only known him less than a day. Oh, how her heart ached for 
him. She closed her big, Luna green eyes and let out a long sigh... 

And now, I have gone and fallen in love on top of everything else! 


Well, I better fall out of love quickly! Or I’m in big trouble! 


She stood up and walked over to the old 33-speed vinyl album she had just bought, along with 
her new secondhand bag. 


Pulled it out and stared at it. 

It had a very nutty, looking man on the album cover. One with both a sad and happy face. 
She read the album’s title above the two faces: 

Sad and Happy Songs, for Sleepy People. 


Hmmm, let’s try it. 
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Hmmm, let’s try it. 


She walked over to her little record player with big poka dots on it, the one her father had given 
her on her 9" birthday... and the one she still had, 31 years later. 


She opened the lid. 

Carefully set the record on the turntable. 

Turned it on. 

And put the needle down on the first play... 

She kind of liked the song. 

It’s a bit sad though, she said to herself, poor fish! 

Sarah played it again... 

Suddenly the tears sprang up in her eyes and she broke down crying. 


Why was that awful man on the bus so mean to me? I never did anything to him! 
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She turned off the record player, walked over to the big sofa, sit down, put her head in her hands, 
and cried uncontrollably for a long time. 


Finally, after going through an entire box of tissues, she sat up straight. 


Fuck, human monsters like him! Jewish people have had to put up with such Scheifhund like that 
their entire lives. My poor parents, I shouldn’t have ever told them anything about that awful 
man on the bus. And now they’re sick about me. Well, at least I met David. 


Then suddenly she started crying again. 
Oh, that just great!! Just great!! 


Please, Hashem, I can’t fall in love with David. All I will do is get my heartbroken. And on top of 
that, all this big mess too. Please help me. Okay? I love you a lot! I know you always help me. I 
promise I will be strong! 


Sarah stood up and went over to her handbag again. This time picked it up and walked back once 
again across the big, red Persian rug. She put the handbag down on the coffee table in front of 
her. And this time pulled out the little book that David had retrieved for her from the bus. 


She sat her 100 pounds and 5 feet tall backdown on the big, soft sofa. Looked out the big blue 
window at the large, soft, flakes of snow that were coming down outside. Then she reached over 
and switched on the old 1930s art deco lamp. Slid her old fashion horned rim glasses on. 
Blinking her magnified, even bigger now, beautiful green moon eyes...open the little book...and 
started reading. 
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Shoshana and Berko 


He pulled up fast to the old café in his two-door, red punk, 1964 Cadillac. The car 
slammed up hard against the curb, as the rim came off the right, front wheel. It went 
spinning and twisting like some insane gyroscope top, like a sideways Saturn, 
tumbling down the asphalted, starlit universal sky tramway. A long, long road, full of 
endless yesterdays and tomorrows, that stretched into the vanishing point, place of 
nowhere. Always going too fast, but always, yes always right on time anyway. 


He watched as the spinning silver ring slowly came to a stop, underneath the distant 
dim, growing dimmer streetlights. 
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Shit! He said, as he opened his car door, and then slammed it shut hard. 


Just then, the wild two-tone, psycho pomp, dingo dog in the back seat of the old car 
started barking out, like the concussions of powerful war bombs, going off over and 
over. 


Gerruncko! Shut the fuck up! 


The black and white Heeler sat back down, grumbling and growling at Berko. And then 
suddenly decided to jump up into the front seat. And watch the guy who fed him 
twice a day, walk down a stupid road, that no sane dog would ever go down. Simply 
because too many T-345, electric machine cats lived there, waiting to pick a fight. 


Berko walked his all-leather jacket and pants, with his big knee-high logger boots 
with all the buckles clanking, down the middle of the wet, steaming street. Past all the 
broken-down cars and junk, kicking as he went along, the empty cans and glass wine 
bottles that were laying there in the middle of the road. 


He yelled out. 
You goddamn tire rim! Stupid ridiculous, junkyard piece of metal! 


He finally bent his tall self-down, underneath the laser blue streetlights. To retrieve 
the worthless rim, that he had paid over 300 dollars for. And all, so his 200-year-old 
car, looked “authentic”. Even so, shit still always fell off that ridiculous pile of junk 
called an automobile. But he knew, the car must have had some kind of good luck, 
having been burned up in several various fires. Even exploding once on the Eye 600 
overpass. He and the car had barely survived that one. That had been several years 
ago, him getting blown up in his car. Well, at least he could still walk again, halfway 
right anyway. Even with all this fucked-up junk on the road. 


He looked up, and watched as the big, extra-long, 10,000-foot neon, electric 
pink jetliner, passed through the blue water, fog skv. Its extra big steam 
engines and huge, silver paddle wheels, roared through the red dawn. 


Once he got back to the 1964 Caddy, he bent down and carefully pounded the 
rim back into place. Then cleaned it off with the old, red grease rag in his 
pocket. 


He stood back up and stretched out his long arms and fingers into the twilight. 
Then he reached in the driver's window of the car and gave his dog, a Starlight 
26 -19b doggie snack. 


He patted the dog and said. 
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Taking up driving the car now, are you? 


The nutty, dingo dog, panted his best K-9 smile, as Berko looked across the 
sidewalk, at the small streetside building. And then red, the big sign hanging 
above the cafe. 


Das Circus, Peanuts House (the home of Penny Candies Starlight liqueurs). 


He threw his keys into the car window and said to the dog. 


/f anybody tries to take those, you bite their fucking hand off! Okay? 
Before he left. The dog begged for another Starlight 26 -19b doggie snack. 


He handed him the last goodie he had. And then stretched his long legs across 
the asphalt and walked onto the wet cement sidewalk. Until he reached down 
and turned the brass knob... and opened the café shop door, as the little 
twinkling bell, sounded out. 


He stood there a bit confused, in the odd ambient, dim yellow light of the old 
café. He never cared for the loud, steam calliope music, looping endlessly out of 
the big, wax 345 x speakers that were sticking out of the emaciated ceiling. 


Fuck, it was hard enough being in the café, without having to hear that warped, 
music blasting into your ears, all day long. 


He tried to adjust his eyes from the city starlight outside, to the odd dimness, of 
the strange glue-sniffing room inside the cafe. But the big red neon, Boon’s 
Bucko Beer sign, hanging up there on the wall, showed him where he needed to 


go. 


Yep. Boon’s Bucko Beer sign, sign o' the times, was its own special kind of 
hellish lighthouse, flashing on the battered shores, of café beach madness. That 
neon beer sign, that was all short-circuited out, sporting its nice piece of 
flashing, free LSD trip experience neon. That is if you wanted that ridiculous 
flashing fluorescent, neon high in your face. Like some insane tommy gun, that 
was aimed right at your optic nerve. Firing away the neon words, over and over. 


Boons Bucko Beer. 


Flash, spudder, and pop. 
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Boons Bucko Beer. 
Flash, spudder, and pop. 


And even if you didn’t want any of that. You still got the free acid; letter trip 
offer flashing in your face and eyes...all night long. Several people he knew had 
gotten the free neon trip from that flashing beer sign, including him. Yes, and all 
the while having their very own, personal, full-length, grand mall seizure, from 
watching that fucking thing sputtering and popping all night long, up on the 
wall. But thank God, it was only morning now, and that all this was just getting 
started. 


He looked around the place. 

It was full of empty tables. 

Fuck, who would be in here anyway, at 6 AM? 
Nobody. 


Nobody, but that old truck driver, at his very own table built for 2, a table that he 
could barely fit in to. 


He always looked the same way too. Way too large. A huge, fat man with a woman’s 
oversized, magnified cat eyeglasses on his bloated face. With his unusually large 
eyeballs going back and forth, like the clicking robot on the f-26 parking meters 
uptown by the police station. 


The truck drivers stretched too thin, tank top didn’t even attempt to hide his hairy 
ape, 200 pounds of overweight torso. A marvelous sickening, shit load of old navy 
tattoos covered every inch of where his naked, hairy skin was exposed. Berko 
marveled at the man’s big knee-high, truck driver boots. And he had on some of the 
best damn, pink construction worker pants that he had ever seen. But the big stains 
on the right leg, told him that the lower half of that man’s body, always, yes always 
missed the toilet in the bathroom. 


From what little Berko had talked to him, he knew the weird man’s mind rotated 
around the Planet, Trucker Driver, Train Power, Workers Party. Which was an official 
title he loved to say, over and over, again and again. And how he had joined that big 
labor union back in 2440 AD. That was six years before Berko had ever been born. 


He nodded to the early morning truck driver. And the marvelous, ape-man nodded 
back, from his far too little of a table, with 20 cups of empty coffee sitting there. Yes, 
the Mack attack, track, truck driver, Duke of Insanity, blew the bright red Cuban cigar 
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smoke out his mouth, like a slicked-back electric kitty kat tom. How could sucha 
fucking mess of aman, beso cool? He didn’t know, other than he was just that. Very 
cool. 


Berko walked past all the bombed-out holes, in the big white café walls. Fixed his old 
cowboy jacket, rodeo jeans, 501 pants that were tight, real tight on his nice, little ass, 
and big framed body. And he walked a bit fucked up too, because of the worn-out 
cowboy boot that lacked a heel, on the right foot. But then didn’t everybody walk 
fucked up these days? Didn't everybody have something missing as well? He grabbed 
his crotch... Thank God, that was still there, at least partly anyway. 


He could see, the early morning traffic going by out there...through the big bombed- 
out holes in the café walls. He could see the huge, SOO-mile square, super city. See the 
weird, wire-covered jet machines. Those big, rocket cars out there in the early 
morning city, streaking by at 1,750 miles an hour. Running every fucking light on the 
boulevard, with all the flames coming out the back, of those 14-foot-long exhaust 
pipes, huge steaming poles, stretching out from underneath the silver, goldfish, see- 
through bumpers. Each rocket car had huge racing slicks on the back axels, with tiny 
little tires, the size of Yankee dimes on the front axels. 


He smiled to himself, yep, all the cars looked the same these days, except for his 476- 
year-old, 1964 Cadillac, that was parked outside on the street. 


Just then, the little midget Cop, in a green, sparkling neon suit walked past one of the 
bigger bombed-out holes in the wall. He could see him outside in the early morning 
dawn. There he was again, all 3 feet tall of him, outside in the cool, chilled air, with his 
double shotguns, on the sides of his bubble butt hips, going back and forth like silver 
sharks’ teeth. It was the same guy, that had gunned down at least 50 street bums, in 
one day, in early June, at 7 pm, just behind the brand new, Toots County, Super Plus 
Courthouse. When Berko had asked him why he did it. The cop casually replied back 
that he absolutly had, to kill all those trash rats, poor excuses for humans. Because 
they made the public, park lawns into a big free-ranging night-time toilet. And that 
nothing was free anymore. Nothing, except the cheap Roman women on 5" and 
Green Street. And at least they didn’t pee and poop in the park after midnight. 


He waved at the cop through the big gaping hole in the café wall, as he waved back 
and passed into the starlit dawn, of the massive, never-ending city. 


Berko gazed up at the big James Dean poster on the east, cafe wall. There he was, the 
never-dead king of cool, forever walking down the big, steamy boulevard of Big Joe 
Butt City. And just below the huge James Dean poster, was the see-through, greatly 
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sagging 40-foot-long counter, with the huge, 28-foot-tall coffee machine, sitting 
there on top of it. 


Yes, the grand machine of caffeine, lovers speed dream from hell, with all its spinning 
cogs, and flashing lights, going on, and off, over and over. As each of its 4 spouts, 
poured out the precious, black steaming oil, one coffee cup ata time. 


The shapely, blonde waitress had been working all night again. And she looked tired, 
and fully naked as usual. He could see right through her plastic zoot suit, that her 
huge breasts, were still feeding, all 7 babies at home. Even so, she still had to come to 
work in the big city, at the Das Circus Peanuts Cafe. Iit was after all the state law. But 
all he knew was that she must get tired of standing there all day long, taking orders 
and giving Boom-Boom shots of Swiss pudding, black coffee, coming out of the 4- 
foot-long spouts, pouring out like liquid, burning volcano fire. Just how that huge 
contraption, called the Coffee Machine from Hell, had managed, day after day and 
night after night, to stay up there, on the flimsy plastic Sears Dickerson counter, 
without ever crashing down on anyone and everyone... Well, he never knew how it all 
stayed together. But it did anyway. 


He took his seat at the usual little table underneath the huge 17-foot, cat clock on the 
west wall. The weird, kitty kat clock, with its 2, big freaky eyes, slowly moving back 
and forth, back and forth, at some kind of insane and uncomfortable speed. The kind 
of warped motion, that made him highly doubt, that any sort of time it gave out, to 
him or anybody else for that matter, could even, ever give out the kind of time that 
was slightly true or even real. 


He stretched his tall body across the small table, and open mouth kissed little 
Shoshana; all 4 foot 5 tall of that beautiful, shapely, dark frame of a Russian woman. 


Beautiful Shoshana in the badly worn leather jacket. With her punked jackrabbit hair. 
And then, of course, her personal signature, of checkered golf pants with the crotch 
cut out, and the lounge, bright pink, fringed panties showing through the well-worn 
hole. Yes, he knew how to get home to her later on. But preferred to just be here with 
her right now, and listen to her half Hebrew, half English, too much coffee shotz, early 
morning voice, talking away. 


He noticed that the once white wall behind her, what was left of it anyway. Was now 
covered with various huge splashes of full, thrown cups of coffee. And he knew quite 
well that Shoshana had thrown her share of coffee cups, at the brown stained wall, 
and he knew how to duck, when she threw them at him. But not always. 


Good morning, Bunny Rabbit man! 
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He rolled his eyes up in his head. 


Good morning, Shoshana. 
She smiled. 


You want to come over to my place tonight? 

David smiled back sarcastically, 

Yeah. But it’s only 6 AM in the morning right now. 
So? I want to be prepared for you ahead of time. 

/ know you do. 

“WW Mow NOW NX INW DOWN TRI N'N YMN? NNN ANA 
He breathed out a sigh of irritation. 

God, you must be a mind reader. 

Shoshana looked at him with a cute’er than cute smile. 
With my clothes on? Or off? 

He smiled back at her. 

Both. And with a nice big pizza too. 


She rolled some more bright, extra red, lipstick on her beautiful lips, the lips he had 
kissed all night long. 


And with the yummy pizza, a big bathtub full of bubbles as well? 
David grinned. 


Yep. 
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Hey. | thought you were going to stop smoking? 

She smiled back at him, through all the blue tobacco steam coming out of her pretty 
mouth and nose. Shoshana’s yellow teeth were perfectly straight and beautiful too. 
And he knew they would even get more yellow than they were right now. But so, 
what? His oversized horse teeth would get even whiter as well. 


Listen, Berko, I can stop smoking any fucking time | want. 


Yep, You, and every other morning-time vampire in this city, he said with a big smile, 
as he slicked his bright, white hair back with his long, all-ringed fingers. 


Shoshana sucked gently on her cigarette, and then blew out a little stream of blue 
smoke into his face. 


Well, you seem to like my vampire biting quite a bit. 
He smiled. 


Maybe, but not with all that damn smoke in my face. 
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Well, mister, the cigarettes help to calm me down, after putting up with your sorry 
ass all night long. 


He scratched his four-day growth beard and said. 

But it’s morning now. 

So, what Berko? it seems like it’s always night in this cafe anyway. 

Not with that fucking, Boons Bucko Beer sign flashing in everybody's face. 


She nodded, yes, you got that part right! That's why I always wear my Starlight, 62 
dash 48 sunglasses. 


He waved the smoke away with his hands. 


Besides Shoshana, you are always stressed out, from all those cheap detective 
novels and romances, that you are constantly reading, and then trying to convince 
me that they are real. 


So, what Berko! At least / let you kiss me, and other things too, while I am reading my 
books. 


Suddenly, Shoshana seen one of the DNN WUXI standing right behind Berko. 

She hated those soul feeders with the messed-up faces and long tubed mouths. 

She remembered, that right after the big car crash 3 years ago with Berko, that she 
had first seen those sick monsters feeding on his unconscious body, as it laid there 
wrapped around the steering wheel of his 1964 Cadillac. These weird creatures were 
nasty and dirty and barely human-looking; in fact, she couldn't tell how much they 
were freaky like insects, or even worse how much they weren’t human-like at all. As it 
was, she was always trying to find some better kind of frame of reference, to explain 
those ugly spaceship beings as they truly were. It took her a while to finally learn, 
from the local rabbi, that such types were Intergalactic, multi demisexual type 26 
feeders, that almost always brought bad luck. It had taken her almost 3 years to learn 
it, but she now knew their language. And it always surprised, those warped and 
freaky creatures that she could not only understand them, but that she could actually 
communicate with them as well. 


Shoshana yelled out at the freaky monsters standing behind Berko, 


Sjns712b5s jepehhufy whhhaha24bn3 (Get out! And leave him alone!) 
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The two liquid-faced abominations turned and looked at her in amazement. 
Sjei1ZJel(-o fifo/jdf2er ( What did you say to us human girl?!) 

She yelled out at them again. 

Sjns712b5s jepehhufy whhhaha24bn3 dkn r11r`2r`rd(Get out, and fuck off ugly ones) 
Sjh `ddejl13f1r12r5mac;fk (Make us, you Shitface!) 

Like lightning...shoshana jumped back from her chair, and squatted down in her best 
shooting stance, and fired the laser gun at them, at full power. Berko shoved his chair 
back, falling to the floor hard, just barely being missed by her firing laser shots. 

He yelled out at her from the floor. 


Are you crazy! What the fuck did you do that for!! 


Shoshana switched the safety button on. And then put the smoking gun back in the 
holster at her side, and then sit back down at the table. 


Shut up stupid! | just saved your life! 
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Berko slowly stood up rubbing his sore ass. 
So, was it them again? 


Shoshana’s hands were shaking badly, as she lit up a cigarette and blew the smoke 
out into the strange air of the cafe. 


Yes, it was them. 
He rubbed his sore ass some more. 
How come I can’t ever see them? 


She blew out a big cloud of smoke, towards the wall where the big kat clock’s moving 
eyes ticked back and forth. 


How should I know, why you can't see them? 

David breathed out a sigh of relief. 

So, are the creatures gone now? 

Yes. 

Jesus, that weird shit you shoot out of that gun sure stinks! 
she blew out two, little smoke rings. 


You mean the, 


WIN? IT. 07"7 NTA NWINNN7 PONY "XN DA'S DWA YID ATW WON INT 
nix79nN~AN. 


Berko, bit his lip and stared at her. 
And just what kind of stuff is that? 


Shoshana tapped her smoking cigarette on the ancient,1966 Astro Boy, ashtray and 
looked up at him. 


It’s a special, gas powered, laser bear gun that the rabbi gave me. 
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Berko asked back. 

Does it work on the creatures? 
She nodded her head. 

Yes, it’s the only thing that does. 


Well Shoshana... Can you at least give me a little bit of warning next time, before you 
shoot that fucking gun at me? 


She closed her beautiful eyes, and blew out a little cloud of smoke, into the red neon 
air. 


Well, they just suddenly pop up, and then start in on their gross feeding ritual. And I 
don’t have any time but to take my gun out and shoot them. 


And throw your full coffee cups at the wall as well. Right? 

Yes, stupid! whatever I can do to stop those fucking monsters, from hurting you. 
Well, at least give me a hand signal or something next time. 

She grinned slyly. 

Okay, but only if you take a bath with me tonight in my mother’s nightgown. 
Berko gave her a cynical smile. 


Well, I'd rather not put on your mother’s nightgown, especially if the back is cut out of 
it. So, my bare ass is sticking out. 


Well, Stupid, I won't make any such demands, if you just go ahead and give me a nice 
kiss right now. 


He smiled at her. 
Isn't that a demand? 


She took a long drag on her cigarette and looked up through the smoke at his tall and 
handsome figure. 
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So, Berko, aren't you grateful, that I saved your life? 
Yes, all 500 times, he laughed. 


She softly tapped her cigarette on the ashtray, and gave him a beautiful, and 
seductive look, with a big smile. 


Then kiss me, right now, on these lips! 

He walked over to her chair and grabbed her as she stood up. 
How come your so tall Berko? 

/ dunno, guess HaShem made me that way. 

She put her hands on his big chest and looked up. 

And he made you so very good-looking too. 


The waitress sat 2 newly filled cups of hot, steaming coffee down on the table and 
smiled at them. 


Here's your Boom-Boorm shots of Swiss, pudding black coffee 


It can wait, said Berko with a smile, as he put his big arms around Shoshana, reached 
down, and gently kissed her. 


As they kissed, you could see up through the huge bomb hole in the ceiling, 
above their heads, as another big, extra-long 10,000-foot neon, electric pink 
jetliner passed through the blue water, fog sky. You could see that grand space 
machine’s extra big steam engines, and silver paddle wheels as they rumbled 
along, through the early morning dawn air. 


Shoshana and Berko’s kiss went on and on, through the noise of the big, rocket 
engine cars as they softly rumbled down the boulevard outside. The whole 
scene mixed in nicely with the Café’s steam calliope music, coming out of the 
wax 345 x speakers that were hanging from the ceiling. 


Shoshana smiled and looked up at Berko. 


Guess what you Dummy? 
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He smiled down at his beautiful, 5-foot-tall girlfriend. 
What? 

I’m pregnant, you stupid and beautiful man. 

Huh? You're what?! 


She put her head on his chest and smiled. 


DIY? PIPN N'AY O'97in NNN. 

No way?! 

Yes! Smiled Shoshana. 

Berko happily shouted out, through the entire cafe. 


Well, break out the drinks everybody! It’s all on the house! Because Im going to 
be a dad now! 


Suddenly, out of nowhere came a crazy Rabbi band, who fired up, the Happy 
Nigun, mazal tov: Let's Be Happy Song. 


Berko took her pretty hand and danced his beautiful little Shoshana around the café 
floor, past all the bombed-out holes in the wall. And past the big steaming, 28-foot 
coffee machine. Past the 17-foot Kat clock on the wall, with the huge, back and forth 
eyes moving happily in the neon red air of the café. 


The fat truck driver suddenly stood his big bulk up from the now, 40 empty cups of 
coffee on his table, as he reached out and grabbed the young waitress in her see- 
through, zoot suit. And joined Berko and Shoshana in their happy dance, all full of 
smiles and happiness. 


Even Berko’s psycho, dingo dog heeler, suddenly came in through the door and started 
dancing back and forth. Around and around, went that crazy, happy dog, with his 
bright red bandanna flying and his four paws prancing back and forth. 


The big fat, truck driver and the beautiful waitress spun past everyone, shouting, and 
laughing, as the mazal tov music, of the rabbi band went faster and faster. 
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Shoshana was breathing hard through all her beautiful smiles, as she looked up at 
Berko and said. 


My lover, this dance could go on all day and night! 


Berko looked down and gave her the biggest and hugest smile on the planet earth, as 
they danced even faster and kissed even more, saying over and over as loud as they 
could. 


DWN ATIN! 
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t I’m So Messed Up 


Sarah let out a big sigh...smiled, and closed the book. 

David was tall and handsome, just like Berko was in the story. She wondered once again, if David could 
really be the one, the one she had been looking for her entire life. The one she was always meant to be 
with, no matter what age and time it was. And if he really was the one. How could she ever possibly get 
married to him now? It was taking things a bit too far, to even think she could do such a crazy thing. But 
oh, how her heart ached even now for him. 

Suddenly a great sadness came into her big, Luna green eyes, and she started crying again. 


And then as it went, she started laughing too. 


Oh, goodness, I’m so messed up; I can’t even allow myself to fall in love with someone, I’m already in 
love with. 


Oh, HaShem I love David so much! But I must not see him. I must never see him again! 
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Sarah put her cute, little hand around the beautiful chai charm neckless that was hanging from her neck. 
Just please my creator, stop my poor heart from aching so much. 


She wasn't at all sure, if all this was a dream. Or if it was real life. It had only been a day and yet she 
knew it was ever so true, that she was deeply in love with David. 


Oh, goodness what was she going to do now? 


The sad tears fell down in big drops, as she put the record needle down on the second song of the 
album... and listened to the music. 
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He bent his head down...and walked into the dark room and closed the door behind him, switching on 
the lone light above the heater. He then stepped hard, his heavy boots onto the sagging and warped floor. 
Walked over and stopped abruptly at the edges of the big, well-worn bed. 


The mattress was never big enough to fully accommodate his tall self, regardless of where he actually 
ended up. But he could downsize himself quite nicely, for all the moaning pleasure and hard-core fixes he 
could make. 


He threw his big, red Nascar ball cap and the newly acquired door key, onto the badly worn Schnell 
bedspread. Then... he carefully placed the little briefcase on the top of the bed. 


He wondered how many people had slept on that bare mattress underneath all the blankets. Let their life 
breath and body fluids pour out onto the fibers of all the sleep time spaces that eventually turned them 
into ghosts...sometimes forever. He knew the bed was a good trap, just like any other well-built spring- 
loaded device was. And he was good at putting hallucinogenic mazes into the unconscious minds of all 
the people who wanted to live their lives out in another world...Escape from the dreaded 9-5 reality. They 
went to sleep so easily in such kinds of beds, especially after he was done with them. 
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He smiled seductively, and then walked over to the closed curtain window and sit his huge frame down in 
the cheap motel chair. It creaked loudly underneath the weight of his powerful body. He stared down at 
the little, yellow dingy, sign sitting on the top of the table, that read: 


ALL ROOMS are NON-SMOKING. 
Any violation that results 
There will be a $ 250.00 Cleaning Fee charged. 


He was never that far from home, regardless of how far away he actually really was. He stared at the 
smiling camel and pyramid...and he knew, damn well that the old, ancient river was still hidden in there 
somewhere too. 


He then shook the little box in his overly sized hand and pulled out one, long, unfiltered cigarette. Put it in 
his mouth...and struck a fiery match, to the end of it. 


Took a couple of puffs. 


Shook the burning match out. And then threw it on the ground...rubbing it into the carpet, with his heavy 
cowboy, boot heel. He smiled darkly at the new black mark, that he had just made in the old red floor 
covering, the one that had been trying desperately to keep up appearances for over 30 years. 


He blew a long trail of smoke out of his oddly bent-shaped mouth. It was a hellish kind of fog that poured 
out of his well-formed teeth, the kind of stuff that delighted in taking away other people’s clarity. But not 
his own. He always had a very clear mind. A coldly calculated certain, mark towards his objectives. But 
not without a bit of well-timed humor to go along with it all. 


Bet that shit stuff called a rug has been down there since Columbus came to America! 


He inhaled more of the warped, addiction that had no real pull on him. Other than allowing him to think 
in his, old fiery ways. 


Yep. Welcome to the Cheap Shit, Motel Hell! I bet many a red-faced whore has had her face and knees 
burned out on that carpet, he said with a loud, crude laugh. 


Then he leaned back in the creaking chair and stretched his unusually long legs out for the distance. 
Smiled through his mostly all-gold teeth. And blew a huge white cloud of smoke out towards the cheap 
chained light, that was barely hanging on above his head. 


He looked up at the big, yellow stain on the ceiling above the light. 


Leaky toilet upstairs? Or 10 gallons of the gut, hot lemon aid, spilled all over the floor by a naked, 
excited cheating wife. He bellowed out a deep-throated chuckle, as the tobacco smoke poured out of his 
big red, open mouth. 


As the room filled smoke grew with each well thought out thought. He took the newly obtained, 
cellphone out of his leather jacket pocket...and typed the numbers away with his huge, sculpted fingers. 


It rang exactly three times. 
And then he hung up quickly... 


And took another long drag from his cigarette. This time holding the smoke in his lungs... 
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finally blowing a long line of crude fog out into the stale air of his cheaply lit motel room. 
He looked down and pushed redial. 

It rang exactly 10 more times. 

And then someone answered. 

The dry and serious voice on the other end said: 

Yeah? 


He took in another charge of warped tobacco and pushed his thick black hair back with his long, painted 
fingernails. 


So, did you get what I wanted? 
The unseen voice said. 

Yeah maybe. Who is this? 

It’s the big guy with the red hat. 
Okay... And? 


He sucked on the half-gone cigarette until it burned red hot on the other end. And then blew the smoke 
out in a huge dingy cloud. 


And...I want a small woman with red hair. And a nice ass with big tits too. 
You got the money? 

Yep. 

Your card number please then. 


He gave the man the number on the credit card. He had it memorized like he had everything else 
memorized that he stole. He never forgot anything. 


Is she good-looking? 
Yeah. She’s the best girl I got. 


He took another long drag and blew out more crude smoke with his big gold smile thinking more odd 
thoughts. 


Good, because I plan to keep her busy, all night long. 
All right. Your card went through. 

Got my address? 

Yeah. Kingland Grey Motel. Room 22. 

So, when will the girl be here? 


In 30 minutes, or less. 
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Then all night? 
Yeah. All night. 
Good! I like evening time rodeos. 


He hung up. Threw the butt of the cigarette on the floor with the burnt match that was already down there. 
And rubbed it, deeper and harder into the carpet, not with the heel this time but with the knife edges of his 
big black boot tip. 


He quickly lit up another cigarette. 

And then dialed a second number. 

It rang once. And then on the other end came a stale, unemotional woman’s voice. 
Hello. May I help you? 

Id like to speak to Mr. Afroudakis. 

And who is this may I ask, that Iam speaking to? 

Seth. 

The woman’s voice suddenly went to a nicer tone. 

Thank you, Mr. Mostafa. I will get him then. 

A short time later, a deep, authoritative male voice came from the other end. 
TIņpeç to Ondv«o Efpaio? (You got the female Jew?) 

Oy. (No.) 

Tiati óx? (Why not?) 

Aoty cépoye. (She escaped.) 


H axotvyia dev Oa yivet avextn. (Failure will not be tolerated) 


He blew out a long vapor cloud of hot smoke and smiled, revealing out of the many gold-plated 
teeth that he still had two naturally long, sharp, white K-9 ones. 


Aev anotwyyava noté. (I never fail.) 

Asite Aoimov Ot1 0ev to Kavete. (Then see that you do not, this time as well.) 
Hrav kai o avtpac exet? (Was the Anglo man there as well?) 

Nat. (Yes.) 


Eioai otyovpos oti ýtav avtóç? (Are you certain it was him?) 
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Nati. (Yes.) 
Ipéxet va anopAndet Kai avtóç. (He must be eliminated as well.) 
The cellphone connection ended. 


He stood up to his full 6’7 and 295 pounds. Took another long drag...and threw his half-burned 
cigarette onto the floor, joining all the other blackness he had left down there on the old red 
carpet. 


He then took his heavy dark, leather jacket off, as well as his old t-shirt, and placed them both on 
the back of the chair. 


His huge, naked torso was covered in strange and ancient tattoos, many of them were actually 
scars that had been burned into his flesh, no doubt during some, past gruesome display of 
ceremonial contortion. The bizarre scars and markings only help to magnify his incredibly cruel 
and muscular body. 


He walked to the middle of the floor by the bed and big mirror. Breathing in deeply, as he 
expanded his great and powerful chest. And then closed his eyes into weird animal-like slits and 
did a long, highly skilled martial arts kata. The complex movements he made, revealed that he 
was a master in several different disciplines. 


After he was done, he then walked over to the bed, reached down, and took the expensive, 
leather briefcase off the worn-out blankets. Then with his other hand clicked his cell phone back 
on. Scanned the screen. Pushed the button and let the digital European trip-hop play out loudly. 


He went back over to the table by the closed curtain window and sat the briefcase down. He did 
the combination lock quickly. Opened the expensive lid up. Gazed down inside at all the neat, 
little packaged bags of white and yellow dust. All of them were packed in snuggly with several, 
small stacks of tightly bound 1000-dollar bills. 

He reached out his long, tattooed arm and grabbed a neatly crafted, little leather bag out of the 
upper pocket in the briefcase. Unzipped it and took out a beautifully hand-crafted pocket mirror. 


He gazed at his dark reflection in the real crystal glass. He would have been an incredibly 
handsome man had it not been for the extremely cold and cruel look he had fostered into his 
huge, intense green eyes over the years. 


He carefully took his long canine-like fingers and touched the dark ivory frame of the old mirror. 
He greatly liked the exquisite handmade Egyptian wolf-dog symbols that had been specially 
crafted into its beautiful ancient textures, a millennium or so ago. 


He then read (as he had done so many times before) the ancient symbols that surrounded the 10 
faces of the God of Death on the glass. 
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Em mehit em xent -k er Se-nest em neter-xert dsk temt-nek hekau pen em bu neb enti f dm xer se 
enti f xer-f betenu er Oesemu XaXt er suit drit Xeperu em ertu 

“In the wind as thou sailest over the Lake of Fire in the underworld. Behold thou collectest the 
charm from every dark place of night, from the shadowed person, that moves quicker than 


greyhounds, swifter than light. “ 


He then took one of the clear plastic bags of expensive dust out of the briefcase and opened it 
carefully. 


He skillfully poured a little pile of yellow crystals on the mirror. And then carefully scraped it 
into two perfectly straight lines. Then reached into the mirror’s bag and took out a hollowed, 
little tube of natural bird bone. Bowed his big, chiseled, dog-like face down towards the mirror. 
And then snorted the long line of hallucinogens up his nose. 


It burned horribly. But he was used to that kind of pain because it greatly rewarded his perverse 
urges for the drastic experience of the special drugs. 


He shook his big head like a hungry animal. And then quickly bent back down and greedily 
snorted up the second, yellow line on the mirror. 


He then opened his huge, green animal eyes and gave a big, awful smile. 

Just then, he heard a quiet knock at the door. 

He carefully put everything back into the briefcase and then closed it. 

Another soft knock came 

He waited for his head to clear a bit. 

Was this the right room she thought? 

She looked down at the little card. 

Yep, it was. 

Her bright red hair and well-shaped body barely hid itself underneath the thin, cheap, 
windbreaker and its loose hood she had pulled over her head. And she would have been a 
beautiful woman, had it not been for the deep sadness of all the heavy makeup she wore on her 
overly experienced face. 

She knocked again, softly as she blew a thin, cloud of blue smoke out of her bright, red lips...the 
warmth of the self-made fog drifted into the cool snowy air of the empty road running away 


behind her. She let the fatalistic urges drift freely toward the very last, lone car passing by on the 
dark highway down below where she was standing. How many men had she slept with? It had 
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been a lot. But she didn’t know the exact number of those she had been with, because it had all 
been lost to her in the sad and never-ending amnesia of her 30 years of loneliness since 
childhood. 

He opened the door and looked hungrily down at the little woman standing there in the cold air. 


Good evening, he said. 


She shivered as she looked up in fascination, at the huge, shirtless man that was standing there in 
the open-door way. 


She gave him a tired smile. 

You got something warm to drink in that room of yours? 
He smiled back. 

Of course. 

She looked at the weird marks all over his naked torso. 
So, are you a gypsy king or something? 

He smiled. 

Or something. 


She pushed the little blue purse back up on her shoulder, at least she had her phone, a couple of 
dollars...and a few other things if she needed them. 


Won't you come in my dear? I have been waiting for you. 


She put her cigarette out on the cold sidewalk. And then walked nervously into the dark room as 
the huge man closed the door behind her. 


She looked over at the big bed and then up at him. 

I don’t like buses. Could you give me a ride home after we’re done? 
He smiled. 

Whenever that will be. Sure. 

She took her jacket off. 


He looked hungrily at her beautiful and seductive body. 
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Do you have a name? 
She half smiled without looking up. 


Isabella. 
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N The Book of Tobit 


David had worked 2 hours overtime trying to get the new oil paint to look just like the old stuff had. The 
complex blend of reds and oranges still didn’t look quite right on Newberry Terrace and Vishnu’s 
Temple. The lesser canyon within the greater. The channel was deep and narrow, its walls precipitous. 
And restoring this old painting was no less risky than climbing the real thing, especially when the art 
that was depicting it was worth almost a million dollars. 


He looked up at the clock hanging on the wall above the old canvas he had been painting on. It said 6:00 
PM. 
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He had already worked 2 hours overtime. But with a little more effort he might be done with this 
irritating part of the 1867 Grand Canyon. He stood up and yawned. And then stretched his long arms 
out towards the ceiling above his head. 


Fuck it! He said, I’m going home. 


David quickly cleaned what he could. Then covered the paint and other brushes. Washed his hands in 
the color-filled sink...and grabbed his stuff. 


He locked the studio room door. Threw on his little red backpack. And started down the long, dark 
Spanish-style hallway of the museum. And once again, as he had all month long, walk past the older 
Eastern Pueblo style paintings of the 1930s, hanging up on the walls. 


He was surprised to find Rachel’s office door open at the end of the hallway, with the light on. 
He walked in and found her sitting in the big chair, typing away on the computer. 

Hey, good looking, you're still here? 

She turned around and smiled up at him. 


Hi, Dave. 
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Rachel was beautiful as usual with her charming, happy face and the short, red hair with the cool glasses 
that made her big eyes even more pretty than they already were. 


So, hardest worker in the museum, what’s keeping you here so late? 

We have a big function coming up this weekend. 

David bent down and picked up a lone, coin off the floor. And then stood his tall self, back up. 
Do you mean the Navajo rug auction? 


Yep, that and about 10 other things as well. All of which I am trying to find housing for all the bigwigs 
who are coming into town next week. 


David smiled. 

So, do you need a ride home? 

Rachel laughed. 

Do you mean to tell me, that you actually drove here? 
Yep. 

You didn’t even take the bus? 

Nope, not today. 

Wow, that’s a first. 

Yeah, I missed the bus and didn’t want to wait another 20 minutes. 
So, how’s that new woman you met? 

Sarah? 

Yeah. 

Oh, I haven’t talked to her in a while. 

So, do you still have a big crush on her? 

David smiled. 


How did you know? 
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Cuz, you already told me dummy, she laughed 

I did? 

Yep! Plus, you’ve been walking around the museum with stars in your eyes for the last month. 
David smiled big. 

Yeah, guess I have been. 

Anyway, my husband is coming to pick me up soon. 

Oh, okay. 

Well then, maybe you and he can add this quarter to a nice dinner tonight. 
David set the coin he had picked up off the floor, on the desk by Rachel’s hand. 
She took it and laughed. 

Gee, don’t make me start crying, because you’re giving us your life savings now. 
He smiled. 

Well, I can’t keep all of it for myself now, can I? 

Hey, when are you going to have your baby? 

One more month. And then she is due to come flying out. 

David laughed. 

Flying out? 

Yep, delivered firsthand by the stork. 

Nice, the one at Sears? 

Rachel giggled. 

No, dummy the one at the hospital. 

Well, I guess then I will be off to go see my boy, Little Brother. 


I love that dog of yours, why don’t you bring him to work more often? 
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Our Boss won’t let me do it anymore. 


Maybe you should have slept with her, Rachel winked. And then you could have brought Little Brother 
to work every day. 


David reached over and playfully messed her hair up. 

I don’t think so! 

Well, she has her claws in Max now anyway. 

Claws? Laughed David. 

And other things too, smiled Rachel. 

Hey, hold on, I have something for you... 

A quarter? 

Well, Buster, that 25 cents is all mine now, to do with as I please. 


Rachel reached down in the big drawer at the bottom of her desk and then handed to him an old leather 
book. 


What’s this? 

Max left it for you to read before he left on his vacation. 
Did he go with our beautiful museum director? 

Of course, he did, grinned Rachel 

Hey, are you done with that painting yet? 

Hell no! Laughed David, not even close. 

He took the volume from her cute hand and opened it up. 
The Book of Tobit? 

Rachel smiled. 

Yep. Hope you don’t mind but I peeked at it a little bit. 
David smiled back. 


So, do you know anything about the book now? 
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Yeah, a little. They say it used to be part of the old Jewish scriptures a long time ago. 
Really? 

Yeah, she smiled. 

David scratched his chin. 

And? 

And...Hey, are you growing a beard now? 
No. 

Yes, you are! 

Okay, maybe I am. 

So, what about the book? 

The book is now included in the Catholic and Orthodox canon but not in the Jewish one anymore. 
Do you like me with a beard? 

Sure, Abe. But the question is, does Sarah? 
I don’t know. 

Does she have a rabbi? 

I think so. 

Then, she will like your beard. 

Do all rabbis have beards? 

I don’t know. 

David busted out laughing. 

Hahahaha! 


So, funny girl, David said as he pointed to the book, what's this whole thing about? 
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Rachel smiled. 

Tobit. 

David laughed. 

I can see that. What else? 

Her pretty eyes sparkled as one of them winked. 
There’s a girl named Sarah in the story. 

Really? 

Yes, really. 

It’s quite good. So, you ought to read it. 

I should? 

Yes, dummy, laughed Rachel, besides it’s a sort of romance. 
It is? 

Well sort of. 

Okay, I'll give it a whirl. I wonder where Max got it? 
He said it was his mother’s. 

Is he Catholic like you? 

Rachel smiled. 

I’m not Catholic. 

Oh, sorry. I assumed you were. 

Nope. 

Well, you said, it was catholic scripture. 

Yes, true. But you know I read everything on God’s green earth. 


Even books on your desk for me? 
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Rachel laughed. 


I only peaked at your copy. Or rather Max’s copy. But I had already read the book years ago. I had a 
whole literature class on it in school. 


You did? 

Yep. 

And you liked it? 

Oh yeah. It made me cry. 

Really? Why? 

Because it’s about true love and how it keeps a family together. 

David smiled. 

Can I feel your tummy? 

Rachel grinned. 

You know what? 

What? Smiled David. 

I wish I could have 20 bucks for every time someone asked me that question. 
Oh, sorry. 

It’s okay. 

Rachel pulled her sweater up. 

Here, put your hand on my tummy. 

Are you sure? Said David with a bit of hesitation. 

Come on dummy, just do it. 

David carefully put his big hand down on her huge, swollen tummy. It was beautifully warm. 
Feel that? 


David smiled. 
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Wow! It’s moving! 

Yep, she must like you. 

Rachel looked up. 

Do you have any children? 

No. 

Do you want any? 

God, I’m too old Rachel. 

50 isn’t old! 

My husband is 45. 

He is?! 

Yep. 

David grinned. 

Can I guess your age? 

Okay. Rachel smiled back. 

What is it? 

26! 

Rachel laughed. 

Hey, how did you know? 

Cuz, I can see it on the museum employee records on your desk. 
Rachel smiled and looked at the paper. 
So, what else can you see? 

That you and your husband are giving the waitress a 25-cent tip tonight. 


She broke out laughing. 
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Hahaha! You're so stupid! 

David? 

Yeah. Do you think it’s possible you could ever marry someone like Sarah? 
I dunno. I haven't even heard from her in over a week. 

Rachel looked up into his eyes. 

I had a dream about you and Sarah. 

You did? 

Yep. 

What was it about? 

That you married Sarah. 

Geeez. It seems like everybody wants us to be married. Only, I’m not too sure about it myself. 
Yep. You better be ready for kids too. 

Huh? Said David with a big grin. 

You're going to have a little girl. 

I take it you’re a dream psychic now. 

No. I just don’t have dreams that often. And this one was quite powerful. 
David smiled. 

Well, who knows? 

Maybe I'll never hear from her again. 

Rachel put her hand to her lips and grinned. 

Bet you do. 

Anyway, she needs you, David. 


You think? 
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Yes, I do. But you even need her more. 

David smiled. 

You know me too well. 

You're a good guy Dave. You deserve someone with a big heart like your own. 
He smiled and winked. 

How about the museum director? 

Yuck, not that crazy woman! 

They both laughed out loud. 


A few minutes later David was sitting in his truck underneath the old cottonwoods by the back door of 
the museum. 


I better get home and feed Little Brother...Well, I guess I have enough time to just take a little peak. 


He randomly thumbed through the pages of the book Rachel had handed him, until it rested on Chapter 3. He 
looked down and read: 


| have never sullied my own name 

or my father’s name in the land of my captivity. 
“I am my father’s only daughter, 

and he has no other child to be his heir, 

Nor does he have a kinsman or close relative 
whose wife | should wait to become. 

Seven husbands of mine have already died. 

Why then should | live any longer? 

But if it does not please you, Lord to take my life, 
look favorably upon me and have pity on me, 


that | may never again listen to such reproaches!” 
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An Answer to Prayer. 

At that very time, the prayer of both of them was heard in the glorious presence of God. 

So Raphael was sent to heal them both: to remove the white scales from Tobit’s eyes, so that he might again see with 
his own eyes God's light; and to give Sarah, the daughter of Raguel, as a wife to Tobiah, the son of Tobit, and to rid her 
of the wicked demon Asmodeus. For it fell to Tobiah’s lot: to claim her before any others who might wish to marry 


her. 


At that very moment Tobit turned from the courtyard to his house, and Raguel’s daughter Sarah came down from the 
upstairs room... 


Someone tapped on David’s window. 

He looked up. 

It was Rachel’s husband. 

David reached over and rolled down the truck window. 
Hey, Bob! How’s it going? 

Oh, pretty good. 

What’s up brother? 

He reached his closed hand out. 

Rachel said to hand this to you. 

David put his hand out. . .as he felt a quarter drop in it. 


Rachel said you might need this for some gas, to go see Sarah. 
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Timelines Are Sarah end of books 1 & 2 
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